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CHAPTER 1 
[BEGE E nE eg EEA, 


Nf\\> York, Nvu' York 


Hi iu Kirby stood in a narrow hallway, watching Dr. Alan 
Grant pace, 

Eric had never been to a city this big before. As a 
thirteen-year-old kid born and raised in Enid, Oklahoma, 
he knew he should have been impressed by all the 
skyscrapers he'd seen and all the important people he'd 
met. 

But he wasn't. 
He'd already seen much greater wonders. Like— 
Madd ‘The dinosaurs of Isla 

Soma," Alan murmured, 
rehearsing the speech he 
_ was about to give to the 
£3 General Assembly of Lhe 

`œ United Nations. "They are 
SF animals. Wild animals. They 
are also members of 








endangered species." 


Eric nodded encouragingly as Alan looked his way. The 
scientist's shoulders slumped. 

"Ice water," Eric told him. "Running down your back, 
just like my mom said." 

"Right, yes," Alan said. He threw back his shoulders and 
thrust out his chest. "Better?" 

"Better/ Eric said. 

Alan pulled uncomfortably at the collar of his navy blue 
suit—a suit he'd bought just for this occasion. Next door, in 
the great assembly room, hundreds of people could be 
heard settling into their seats. 

"1 don't know why I'm nervous," Alan said. 

But Eric knew why. And it wasn't just because Alan was 
the kind of guy more at home on a hot, sweaty fossil dig 
than addressing a bunch of diplomats. Alan wa/?ited this. 
He wanted it more than anything in the world. 

Six weeks had passed since Alan, Eric, and Eric's 
parents had returned from that Jurassic Park island. And in 
that time, Dr, Grant had been hard at work consulting 
other scientists and drawing up plans. Now the day had 
come to propose those plans to Jiterally the whole world. 

Every member nation would be present today. And 
every major news organization had a reporter or camera 
focused on the stage Alan was about to cross. 

It almost made Eric feel guilty for what he was aboii I 
to do. But there was something he wanted, loo, and only 
our way to gel it. 

Keep ERA Eric told Alan. "Keep rehearsing your 
speech. It'll lake the edge off." 

Alan nodded. "At only twenty-two square miles, I his 
island is not set up to support its di- nowim population For 
long." He gestured broadly In In;, u»i.iin;ity audience. "The 
amount of preda- loi n compared to prey available is a 
major concern. The predator population is too high, and 
the plant- eating populace may run out of food if conditions 
are not monitored." 

Eric crossed his arms over his chest as Alan used a 
handkerchief to dab the sweat from his brow. 

"Humans created these dinosaurs and their out-of- 
balance ecosystem. So it is humanity's responsibility to 


restore the balance. Otherwise, the dinosaurs of Isla Soma 
face extinction." 

Eric nodded. Everything Dr. Grant had said was true. 
They had spoken about it many times since their return 
from the island. 

For years now, scientists all over the world had wanted 
to study the dinosaurs of Jurassic Park. Dr. Grant was about 
to suggest a way to make that luippen—while at the same 
une suggesting a way In keep the dinosaurs healthy and 
alive. 

"1 propose that Isla Soma be declared a wild- animal 
preserve and that a Bureau of Ancient Animal Affairs be 
created," Alan continued. 

"A permanent human presence should be established on 
the island to study and preserve the dinosaur population. 

"Furthermore, a park ranger should be appointed to 
protect the dinosaurs from threats stemming not only from 
without such as illegal human interference, but also from 
within. These internal threats include, for example, 
dinosaur starvation; the inability of dinosaurs to nurture 
their young due to the physical limitations of their 
environment; and individual species hunted to extinction 
by other dinosaurs, due to the out-of-balance predator-to- 
prey ratio." 

“You know who they'll pick for park ranger, don't you?" 
Eric teased. 

"Please," Alan said with a somewhat desperate laugh. 
"I'm already nervous enough." 

"Keep going, then," said Eric. 

"The ranger's team would be highly trained. They would 
observe the island twenty-four hours a day using satellite 
digital and thermal imaging. And the team would be 
equipped to react to any threat—be it human or saurian. 

“Human interference would be dealt with swiftly and 

efficiently by trained professionals. 
Imbalances among the dinosaur population could be 
coirccted in many ways. The ranger's team could supply 
alternate food sources for super- predators and giant plant- 
eaters. And they could help protect more vulnerable 
herbivores. In this way, we can protect the life cycles of 
these animals. 

"I humbly await your response to this proposed project/ 
Alan concluded; then his shoulders slumped again and he 


exhaled heavil 

Eric leaned against the wood-paneled wall. He could 
hear the chattering voices of the people next door. 

"Not long now/' Eric said. 

Alan smiled, shifting his weight from one foot to 
another. "I suppose not." 

Eric rubbed the back of his neck. He hadn't realized 
how tense he'd become. "So I guess I better get this over 
with and say what I have to say." 

Alan's eyes sparkled. "Nervous, too, are you? Well, line, 
if you'd iike to rehearse your testimony by all means. " 

"It's not that," Eric said. "I know what 1 need to Say. 
And I know how important it is that the world hear how a 
thirteen-year-old kid with no special weapons could survive 
alone on Isla Soma for eight weeks. I know that gives you 
an unbeatable argument against complaints that the island 
is 


too dangerous for scientists to work on." 

"Yes," Alan said. "Your testimony is vital to this 
proposal. Until today, the UN has refused to allow any 
human being back into Jurassic Park. But you're a living 
example of what's possible/' 

Eric's face turned to stone, a trick he had learned from 
his salesman dad. "So, when you get your backing, and you 
will, I want you to get me back on the island. Deal?" 

"Eric, we've had this discussion/' Alan said. "When 
you're eighteen, legally an adult, we can talk about this. 
Your parents agree with me." 

"We're not talking about my parents," Eric said. "I have 
to go back. I have to be a part of this, Dr. Grant, From the 
beginning. Now. Not five years from now. That's what's 
vital to me." 

Alan furiously scratched his forehead, ee up his 
hair, "I sympathize, you know that, but without the blessing 
of your parents, it will never happen." 

"What if 1 can get that?" Eric asked. 

Alan hesitated. "You're serious, aren't you?" 

"Yes. I'm making a deal. Right here. Right now. What 
you want in exchange for what J want." 

"You mean to say, you'd walk away from here and not 
testify?" 

Eric was silent. He honestly wasn't sure. Yes, this meant 
the world to him, but he knew the 


dinosaurs wouldn't survive on their own. 

The best Eric could do now was run a good stone faced 
bluff. After all, he'd learned the art of i he deal from the 
best—his dear old dad, king of Kir by Paint and Tile Plus 
back in Enid. 

Suddenly, a photographer appeared at the end of the 
hall. "Dr. Grant! Eric! A photo?" 

Alan hesitantly placed his arm around Eric's shoulder. 
Lirie's smile was instantly in place. Beaming. The shot was 
taken and the photographer departed. 

A woman in a dark business suit brushed past him. 
"We'll be ready for you two in just a minute!" 

"Well?" Eric asked, the stony mask back in place. 

Alan's gaze narrowed. "With conditions." 

Eric could barely contain himself. "Anything," 

i Alan smiled. "Oh, you're going to wish you hadn't said 
that." 


CHAPTER [] 


120 miles west of Costa Rica 


"Dr. Grant?" someone called. 


Alan 
nearly bald head tinned from 
sa Ae the bow of 


i” -PE 
he 


the great 
ship to see 
a short, 
round man 
with a 
mustache 
anda 





approaching. He wore a red plaid shirt, cream- colored 
shorts, and a scowl—just like always. The ship rolled 
sharply on the high sea and the man el fori Icifisly kept his 
balance by shifting his weight n lillle. Alan had to grab a 
handrail. 

"Mr. Stevens," Alan said. I've been hoping we'd gel a 
chance lo spend more time together, liver siiu r you agreed 
to take Mr. Lafferty's place re. ImiiNportntion chief— W" 

"Yeah, yeah, and it's a wonderful day in the 
neighborhood, whatever," Dave Stevens said. 

Alan looked to Isla Soma in the distance. There were 
days when the carnivores on the island seemed friendlier 
than certain members of his crew. But he hadn't chosen 
them based on personality. He had wanted the best of the 
best, and that's what he now had. 

"Is there a problem?" Alan asked brightly. 

“Depends on your definition of the word," Stevens s-iid 
in his lowest growl. "During the past few weeks I've moved 
four boatloads of equipment to Isla Soma. This makes 
number five." 

"Yes," Alan said, "And?" 


"We're ahead of schedule," Stevens said, "Every deiiveiy 
has gone off without a hitch. All the construction and 
production heads are reporting green lights all the way. 
And everyone seems to be in a good mood. Chipper, even." 
His ee lips curled up in disgust. "Chipper. 1 hate that 
word." 

Alan was waiting for the bad news. 

Stevens leaned in close. "It can't last." 

With that, he turned and b undled off. 


During the journey to the island, Alan had made everyone 
triple-check their weapons and communications devices to 
be sure they were in working order. 

Alan's watchfulness over the past few weeks had 
infected his crew—which he knew was a good thing. 
Lowering your guard in a place like Isla Soma, even for a 
moment, could get you killed. On the other hand, being too 
jumpy could lead to dangerous mistakes, too. 

After their ship dropped anchor, a long flatbed truck 
loaded with supplies rolled along the newly built loading 


dock and settled onto Isla Soma's rocky beach. 

A number of people jumped off the truck and began to 
work. Their first construction job on the island—the sturdy 
loading dock—was already complete. Now they were 
building a secure road. 

TVees leading from the beach would be clearcd and an 
electrified fence erected along the way. With a safe road in 
place, they'd roll in construction equipment and build an 
enclosed base camp inside the island. 


After the crew had worked for an hour or so, a young 
woman in sneakers, white jeans, and a red mil white 
Li.seball jersey approached Alan. 

I ley, boss," she said. "Got some news." 

Deborah Holland had honey-blond hair a warm, 
glowing smile, and the sweetest temperament of anyone 
with whom Alan had ever worked, -Wlie w.m\ almost thirty, 
but she looked like she was nil in ; ollegt'- Ol course, not 


everything about her was so nonthreatening. 

Strung across her back was a pair of high- intensity, 
long-range tasers. A sonic cannon dangled from her 
midsection and tranquilizer shooters hung from her waist 
like six-guns. 

"It's a pretty day," she said pointedly, 

"Yes, Deborah," Alan responded. "And?" 

"Kind of a nice day for a stroll, don't ya think?" 

As Alan's security chief, Deborah had just delivered a 
coded message that predators had been sighted via 
satellite and would be here before the workers could 
evacuate. She tapped her ear, where a small radio device 
kept her linked to Ray Dixon, I he team's communications 
director, who was monitoring the island from the docked 


ip. 

"Y'know, I was thinking at some point of buying a 
house, and there's three 1 really have my eye on," 1 
Vborah added. 

"Big houses?" Alan asked. The muscles in his stomach 
tightened. 

“Two stories each/' Deborah replied. "Fortunately, I've 
got friends who are helping me out. Making decisions isn't 
always easy." 

"Certainly not." 

"Might be a good time for a coffee break." 

"Might be." 

Alan and Deborah had worked out the code in an effort 
to minimize any sudden attacks of panic among the 
workers. It was one thing to see dinosaurs from a distance, 
to think you can handle it. It was quite another to have 
them coming at you with jaws wide, saliva dripping, and 
claws extended. 


Alan worked quickly to herd all non-defense personnel 
back toward the anchored ship. And by the time the first 
growls of the superpredators were heard, Deborah had 
scrambled together her team of ten. 

All but Deborah and Alan wore Kevlar vests and full- 
body combat suits. She simply took her baseball cap from 
her back pocket, put it on, and adjusted it to keep the glare 
of the midday sun out of her eyes. 

"Alan, you really don't need to be here," Deborah said 
with a concerned look. 


"] disagree," 
"Okey-doke," she said. Turning, she called to her trained 
team, "On the bounce, people! We're in luck, bogeys one, I 
wo, and three are staying clus- ! to the cast, no forking 
maneuvers, no surprises. Just a full-on assault." 
Alan glanced back. Most of the non-defense prople were 
less than halfway down the open den \x iJebnrnh had called 
it. If she hadn't set up I In- def ense line, none of them 
would have gotten clear before the predators attacked. 
Now the dinosaurs were coming in fast, the sun at their 
backs, Alan squinted to make out the details of the giant 
forms. They looked something like rexes, but the knobby 
horns over their eyes revealed their true nature. 
"Carnotaurus," Alan said. He felt his heart skip a beat, 
"Hungry ones, my guess,!' Deborah said evenly as she 
took aim weapon. 
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hoped his voice didn't betray the unstoppable waves of 
primal fear rising up from somewhere deep within. 

"Nature of the beast," Deborah said. She armed the 
sonic cannon. It began to hum. 

Three immense shadows moved their way, blocking the 
sun, Alan steadied himself as the dinosaurs moved 
suddenly, darting around the humans. 

"Hard targets sighted, immobilization approved!" 
Deborah roared. The way she held herself changed 
instantly. Her back straightened, her legs were firmly 
planted, and her gaze was laser focused. A high piercing 
sound like white noise filled the air and Alan clapped his 
hands to his ears. 

The dinosaurs slowed and stumbled, roaring and 
reaching out with their sharp claws. 

Alan had seen Deborah and her team test the sonic 
weapomy on large animals in Africa, then rexes on Jsla 
Sorna. He knew the sound from the weapons would not 
hurt the dinosaurs, but it would effectively disturb their 
equilibrium, making it hard for them to keep on their feet 
without toppling. 


The pack leader, a slightly larger Carnotaurus with a 
crimson back, thundered ahead. While the members of 
Deborah's team kept the other di- miMuiiv; at bay with the 


sound weapons, Deborah Tu-i m II La. 111 switched to her 
taser. The lead ( „ii ii.itmuus Came within yards of Deborah 
and A Inn, I hen leaped back with a slirill cry as the 
lightning crackle of the taser struck it. The shock ;ienl I he 
dinosaur stumbling back, but while its ennijuimoii:. I ted, it 
would not leave. 

Ilif, Ked's not gonna back down without a li^hl, 
Deborah said. "Tbke one of the grenades and give him 
something to think about." 

Grenades? Alan thought. Then he saw the little pouch at 
the small of Deborah's back. It looked like a purse. He 
opened the Velcro tab and pulled out the first of three 
specially made anti dino grenades. 

“Concussion bombs. You've been trained," Deborah 
reminded him. 


Alan nodded. He stepped back as the dinosaur lurched 
forward—then he clicked the red button on the grenade 
and tossed it at the dinosaur's feet, 

A wave of force erupted and blew the animal back. The 
Carnotaurus fell, uninjured but highly startled. It rolled 
over, shook its head, and began to rise. 

With a low growl, Big Red fixed its gaze on Alan, It 
studied him, then looked around to see that its companions 
had retreated to a safe distance. 

Without shifting its steady gaze, the red- backed 
Carnotaurus rose and retreated. Then it lumbered off to 
join its comrades. One of them tried to take the lead as 
they stumbled down the beach. Big Red bit it on the 
shoulder and took its place as leader. Then it took one last 
look al Alan and slipped into the jungle. 

"Okay," Deborah said. "That went well. Want to give the 
order for everyone to get back to work?" 

"Yes—yes, of course," Alan said. He was shaken, 
Deborah was not. Of course, she was also a former marine 
and the daughter and granddaughter of two men who'd 
spent their lives setting up security at the largest big-game 
parks and zoos in the world. She'd literally grown up to the 
ear-splitting roars of ferocious man-eaters. It was no 
wonder nothing on Isla Soma appeared to rattle her. 

Alan picked up his radio, contacted the ship, and gave 
the order for the crew to return to work. As they retook the 
beach, Alan noticed Stevens watching him. The portly, 
balding man had his arms crossed over his chest. And he 
was smirking. 

"Looks like you made another friend," Stevens 


Maid I ! curled his fingers and put his arms to his < Th-nl, 
dinosaur* style. "Girr! Arggh!" 
LVhui ill passed near him, holding what I' I 11 In? a 


cassette player. Suddenly, a deafening growl -intituled aS 


she passed behind Stevens. He leaped forward, trembling 
and grabbing the sand. 

"Sorry about that," Deborah said as she turned off the 
tape. "Ambient sounds to confuse pudators." 

Stevens dusted himself off, grunted, and stormed away. 
Deborah shrugged and winked at Alan, who just knew it 
was going to be one of I hose days. 


CHAPTER 3 
Seer | D AAEREN 


Enid, Oklahoma 


Eric arrived home from school, tracking snow onto the 
living room carpet. He heard raised voices from the 
kitchen and stole closer to listen to his parents. 


JYou know I'm not a big fan of this idea either, but 
there's something in his eyes, Paul, something different 
about him," Amanda Kirby said. 


"No/ Paul replied. "There is no force on earth or in 

heaven that could make me change my mind about this." 
Eric took 
off his 
the coat and 
Ever since scarf. His 
parents 
were 
having 
debate 
again. 






he 11(.id returned from New York four months ago nrnl I 
old litem aboul I he deal he'd made with Dr. (haul 11 try M 
lieen having this talk. 

You Know wti.il happened with me when I i Hull age," 

Amanda said. 

line!', not going U> run off/ Paul said. "Good "iilly 
Amanda, lie's more responsible than that!" 

A lnh <. deep silence drifted in from the I in lien 

Kin sighed, 

"brie needs this/ said Amanda softly. "It's as if In! never 
completely came back with us to Enid. II's like a pari of him 
is still on that island. I don't know why I know. Call it a 
mother's instinct, As hard as tl is for me to allow this, I 
know he needs il. He needs to go back." 

"It's not safe, Paul said simply. 

"I've been over all of Dr. Grant's e-mails a dozen times. 
I know what he's got planned for la it , and I trust him. 
After all we've been through with Dr. Grant, don't you?" 

Suddenly, Eric heard footsteps. He tried to duck out of 
the living room, but he tripped over his snow boots and fell 
onto the couch as his mom and dad entered the room, 

"Eric!" Paul said brightly, Hey, son. When did you get 
home?" 

Amanda frowned. "Get over it, hon. He heard 


is 

the whole thing. I can tell from the way he's looking at us." 

Eric looked away. He didn't like being the cause of his 
parents' arguing. They'd been getting along so well 
together since they'd come back from Isla Soma. But he 
couldn't give up on his dream. And Dr. Grant had promised- 

It was then that he noticed the letter his father was 
holding. It was on Dr. Grant's stationery. 

"It's time, isn't it?" Eric asked. His voice was low and 
hopeful, "He's written you that 1 could come to the island." 

Paul nodded slowly 

Eric wanted to shout. Finally! Almost four months of 
waiting and the day was here at last! On the other hand, 
Dr. Grant said there would be conditions to his visit. 
Getting his parents to agree was the first. 


"What Mom was talking about, she was right," Eric said 
quickly. "3 did leave something there. Or at least that's 
what it feels like, you know? I mean, I don't know if going 
to the island will help me get it back, but..." 

Eric shrugged. He didn't know what else to say. He only 
felt what he felt. 


When he'd first come back home to Enid from the 
Jurassic Park island, nothing had seemed the same. But 
back then he'd barely had time to think ntiou! it. Dr. 


Ctt;im1 had called within two weeks, .i' I'. in v lur In- help 


in rfniwing up his big plan for t1i>' r.lmnl, loin week:* Jifter 
that Eric was on a lilritu' hti New Yoi k (.'ily to testify to the 
United Nnllntih .mil the whole world. That led to his willing 
I he instant book Survivor about how he'd Miitvived alone 
on the island, which led to a whirlwind publicity lour with 
all kinds of personal fippcurauccs and television interviews. 

During all those months, Eric hadn't had much time to 
consider how he fell. And now that all the craziness was 
over, everyone was telling him he should just settle into a 
normal life. 

Normal. 

Yeah, right. 

After all he'd been through, Eric didn't even know what 
normal felt like anymore. His home in Enid seemed strange 
to him. His friends treated him differently. Everything 
seemed too quiet, too safe. He felt awkward, restless, like 
he didn't belong. 

Eric dared not tell his parents but when he closed his 
eyes at night, he could still smell the island, still feel it, 
taste it. He'd become a part of it, living there the way he 


had. 
All he knew now was that he had to get back lliere. He 
wasn't even sure why. He just had to. 


Paul put his hand on his son's shoulder. "If we 


said 'yes,' you would be careful. Right?" 
"1 promise," Eric said. He looked up into his father's 
concerned eyes. "I would be careful." 
Paul's 
shoulders 
lowered. 
Just a little. 
"Then I 
guess we've 
got some 
plane 
tickets to 
book." 


Eric celebrated 

Christinas with his 

parents, then got on a 
plane the next day for Costa Rica. The morning after that 
he was on a boat for Isla Soma. 

As they neared the island, he studied the 
skies, looking for low- flying Pteranodons, but 
he saw nothing. 

The boat reached the shore and moored at a long, covered 
dock. Eric walked the length of the dock and then along an 
enclosed pathway that led from the shore to the tree line. 
There, a huge pair of iron gates opened and a small guy 
with little round glasses, frizzy reddish brown hair, anda 
friendly, easygoing smile came to greet him, A modified 
Humvee waited near the gate on a road protected on either 
side and above by an electrified fence as far as the eye 
could see. 

"Hey, pint-sized," the man said. He held out 





his band. "Jerry Roberts. No relation to Julia. I just conk up 
the grub around here." 

A dinosaur roared deep in the jungle. 

No, not for you," Jerry called to the animal wiih a little 
laugh. "These guys. They think I'll serve them up some 
scientist au gratin or something!" 

Eric smiled. Jerry was pretty goofy. He wore a Lost in 
Space T-shirt and patted it proudly. "This one year, I went 


to a comic book convention in San Diego and I rounded up 
autographs of the entire cast. It was so cool." 

Eric smiled. "Oh." 

"Hey, what do you expect from a guy who can recite all 
of 'Jabberwocky' from memory?" Jerry said as he opened 
the passenger door to the Huravee. 

“The whole thing?" Eric asked as he got in. 

"Don't make me prove it." 

"No, it's just—" 

The roar came again. Closer this time. Eric saw huge 
leaves moving just outside the electrified fence. A dark, 
enormous eye peered out from behind a mass of green 
scales, staring at them. 

"Beware the Jabberwock, my son!'" Jerry suid as he got 
in. "The jaws that bite, the claws I hut catch! Beware the 
Jubjub bird, and shun the Iitimlous Bandersnatch!"" 

The dinosaur moved off. Eric caught only glimpses as it 
disappeared into the jungle. 

"Works every time," Jerry said, 

"Only if you've got a vorpal sword/ Eric said. He 
recalled the silly verses from his childhood. 

Joe smiled, "You and me, we're gonna get along just 


‘Ene had read Alan's e-mails about the construction of 
the human habitat. The first crews leveled trees to create a 
fairly smooth road that ran from the beach to the base 
camp inside the island. Electrified fences ran the entire 
route, keeping the road safe from either side and above. 

There wasn't much to see during the long careful drive 
inland. Eric thought he spotted the bobbing head of a 
longneck in the distance, but he couldn't say for sure. 

Soon, they passed through a second set of gates and 
Eric had his first look at Dr. Grant's little kingdom. 


Construction vehicles and equipment were everywhere, 
along with Porta-Potties and various work tents. 

When it was finished, the compound would consist of 
three large dome-shaped buildings. So far, one was 
complete, another partially done, and a third not much 
more than a skeletal structure. To Eric, they looked like 


giant golf balls that had tliuppnl linr jhul Mink halfway 
into the earth. 

Sree I. w« h being constructed to connect the 
Pieres buildings and it looked as if several 
niMir i-imvcntional-style rectangular buildings wnv also 
being put up. The entire area was en- i loned by a wire 
mesh fence with little gates leading to the jungle. 

11 seemed to Eric that this place was shaping up to be 
a giant zoo—with the humans the ones who had to live in 
the cages. Quite a difference from how he'd survived here. 

Jerry pulled up to the main building and stopped before 
a reinforced door Eric got out with him and jerry pointed to 
a shiny metal plate next to the door. 

"Check it out/' Jerry said, "You're expected." 

Eric reached for the plate, his fingers splayed, his palm 
facing the metal. It was cool to the touch. He felt a tingling, 
then heard a series of tumblers fall and saw the door pop 


n. 

"Welcome," Jerry said with a giant grin. "Welcome to the 
Jurassic Park Ranger's Station and I he very first field 
office of the UN's Bureau of Ancient Animal Affairs." 

The corridors inside the habitat were pure white, the 
carpets gray. Pictures of dinosaurs hung mi Ihe wall along 
with framed news clippings. Eric now his own face in one 
of the newspaper articles. 


He paused and looked at the familiar photo of himself and 
Dr. Grant on the day they had testified at the UN. Eric felt 
a pang of guilt over the way he'd blackmailed Dr. Grant. 
But then he quickly looked away, 

"So have you been out in the jungle at all?" Eric asked, 

"Nope," Jerry said. "I'm just the cook." 

He led Eric through a reception area filled with 
unopened boxes, then hurried him through several 
research labs that were in complete disarray Electrical 
plugs dangled over tables, computer screens were blank, 
machines were in pieces with instruction manuals strewn 
everywhere. 

Finally, they came to a large communications room. Big 
dark screens hung everywhere, and there was a wide 
window looking out on the jungle through the wire mesh. 

Dr, Grant was there, along with a young woman in a 
baseball jersey and jeans. 

"Let's see now, introductions... that mean old man you 
know," Jerry said, nodding at Alan. "And this is Deborah 
Holland, security chief.!' 

Deborah was munching on an apple. "Hiya," she said, 
her mouth full. She laughed as she took Eric's hand. Her 
grip was surprisingly strong. She swallowed. "Heard a lot 
about you, Eric. It's a pleasure." 

aan s never met a dino lover she didn't like/' Jerry 
said. 

"There's Stevens," she reminded him. 

I le's not a dino lover/ Jerry said, "Later, guys! I've gota 
souffle begging for attention." 

Alan grunted. He didn't even look up from the report he 
was studying. 

Jerry put his hands to his chest and left the room doing 
a raptor imitation, complete with sharp, bobbing head 
movements. 

"I saw that," Alan said. 

"Don't you just love this guy?" Jerry asked from the hall. 
"And he gets belter with age!" 

Alan frowned. "And I heard that!" 

"I think you were meant to," Deborah said. 

"Hey, what do you want, I'm just the cook!" Jerry called. 
"Gotta spice things up somehow!" 


Eric heard a door close and Jerry was gone. 

"Just the cook," Deborah said. "He uses that line a lot." 

"So?" Eric said. "Isn't he?" 

"He's one of the finest chefs in the world/' Deborah 
explained. "He's refined the menus of some of the best 
restaurants in Europe, the U.S., you name it. He's as in- 
demand as they come, Kich, too." 

"So why's he here?" Eric asked. 

"The same reason all of us are here/ she said. 

"The dinosaurs. The challenge." 

"Have you been out in the jungle on a lot of field 
studies?" Eric asked. "Are there any planned today?" 

Deborah hesitated. "You have to talk to the main man 
for that. Why don't 1 let the two of you talk." 

She smiled and hurried out the way Jerry had gone. 

Finally Alan looked at him. "Mr. Kirby, Welcome to my 
Park Ranger's Station. Make yourself at home." 

Eric looked around. The place looked nothing like he 
had expected. Where were all the technicians? Who was 
doing the field work? Why were so many things still in 
boxes? 

He took it all in at once—and realized he'd been conned. 

“There's no one here!" Eric said. 

"I wouldn't call four of my crew chiefs, my head chef, 
and two security team members no one," Alan said. 

"You know what I mean/ Eric said. "You're shut down! 
There aren't any field studies in progress. No trips to the 
wagi Nothing's happening with the dinosaurs!" 

Ra A Alan said. He smiled so broadly that he was 
positively beaming with triumph. 


"That's correct. It is Christmas break, after all. People want 
to visit their families." 

"This isn't fair!" Eric said. He pointed to the window 
and the vast jungle beyond. "I wanted—" 

"It appears that what you wanted and what you 
bargained for are two different things/ Alan said. "I know 
for a fact that I've honored my end of our deal" 

"But—" 

"I said there would be conditions. First and foremost, 
you had to get your parents' permission. Somehow, you 
managed that. But I also negotiated that your visit would 
be at a time of my choosing, that you would obey my rules 
and follow my orders, and that this would be a single visit." 

“There's no one here," Eric said. "Nothing's going on." 

“There are satellite images of the island to view in our 
communications center, droppings samples to analyze in 
our lab—" 

“Droppings samples!" 

“Research data to read, and the Internet is running if 
you want to chat with your friends back home," Alan 
concluded. "I'd hardly call that nothing,!' 

"You knew what 1 wanted," Eric said. "To go back into 
the jungle. To be part of your team. You Jricked me." 

Alan hesitated. The smile left his face. "I acted as fairly 
as you did that day at the UN." 

Eric's eyes narrowed with fury. But—what could he do? 

"Don't blame the genie if your wish wasn't specific 
enough, young Aladdin," Alan said. "There's plenty here for 
you to learn about. It just doesn't include living, breathing 
dinosaurs.’ 

Eric glared at the scientist. 

Alan's smile returned. "Unless yo\i count me, that is." 


For two days, Eric moped around the Ranger's 
Station, feeling perfectly miserable and not caring 
who knew about it. On his third day, he wandered 
to a computer terminal and read a little note that 
had been pasted to the screen. 

It read: "There is no value in life except what 
you choose to place upon it and no happiness in 
any place except what you bring to it yourself." 

"Yeah, whatever," Eric 
grumbled. He was bored out 
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of his mind. 
He turned 
and 
jumped as a large man with jet-black hair and a pleasant 
smile nodded in his direction. 
"Hi, Eric, 
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Dan Caulfield said. He was a little over five feet tall, with 
swarthy skin and a round body. He wore jeans and a loose- 
fitting gray sweatshirt that read Johns Hopkins Medical 
School Polo Team. His eyes were dark but gentle, his smile 
a brilliant white. Eric guessed that he was Polynesian, but 
didn't know for sure. 

"Sorry/' Eric said, studying his shoes. "Shouldn't be 
messing with your stuff." 

"That's okay" Dan said. "I know what it's like to be 
bored. 'Course, for me, that's kind of a good thing. I'm the 
station's medical director. Someone gets a rash, a muscle 
strain working out, a case of the sniffles—whole lot better 
than setting up a triage for dinosaur wounds." 

"Sure/' Eric said. He was only half listening, 

"What's going to be interesting is when we start 
getting DNA samples from every species on the island," 
Dan said. "Some of the dinosaurs seem to be resistant to 
diseases. Unlock the secret of that immunity factor, maybe 
we can save a whole lot of lives." 

Eric brightened. "You mean head into the field, getting 
blood samples from the Spinosaxirus and the rex and the 
raptors?" 

“Um-hmm," Dan said. He looked at a note on his desk, 
"We should be set up for that in about three months." 


"Oh," Eric said. His shoulders slumped. Til be gone by 


"Sure," Dan said. "We're all busy guys." 

Ten minutes later, Eric was sitting on the couch in the 
rec room, watching TV. AMC was running one of the classic 
versions of A Christmas Carol for the hundredth time. It 
sure didn't feel like the holidays. 

"Bah/ Eric said. "Humbug." 

Half the couch sank down as Stevens sat next to Eric. 
“Couldn't have said it better myself, Whatcha watching?" 

Eric opened his mouth but didn't get a chance to speak. 

"Oh, Scrooge or whatever/ Stevens said. "Yeah. Didn't 
buy the ending. Not for a second. This guy should've been 
like, weird dream, man, and got back to business." 

Ray Dixon, Alan's thin, bearded communications 
director, suddenly spoke up from behind them. "Hey, 
Stevens, you know those little dinosaurs, the ones that 
keep burrowing under the fence?" 

“The chicken dinosaurs?" Stevens asked. 

"Compsognathus," said Ray. "Wouldn't hurt you to crack 
one of these hundred dinosaur books around here 
sometime, you know/ 

"Just spit it out, will ya," grumbled Stevens. 

"Saw a couple of ‘em heading into the shed where 
you've got the spare tires and stuff/' Ray said. "I dunno, 
they just have a thing for rubber. Pokin' one hole after 
another/' 

"That's it," Stevens said as he balled his hands into fists 
and got off the couch. "You tell Cookie or whatever his 
stupid name is that I'm bringing him fixings for chicken 
dinosaur soup tonight!" 

Stevens stalked out of the room. Ray looked down at 
Eric and smiled. 

"How'd you do it?" Eric asked. 

"Penknife," Ray said, taking Stevens's place on the 
couch. "No big deal. It's the same four tires. We pop 'em, 
Stevens patches ‘era. Then he's off trying to figure where 
they dug in from under the fence/' 

Eric was surprised at the childishness of the prank. 
"You that bored around here?" 

Ray shrugged. "The man's got a rotten attitude. Ihke 
that Scrooge remark." 


"But he's right," Eric said. "People don't change. Look 
at Dr. Grant." 

"What? Alan?" Ray asked. "He just wants to protect 

Ou.’ 

"1 don't want anyone protecting me," Eric said. 

"Yeah," Ray said. "I wanted that at your age, too. Big 
difference between what you want and what you need." 

"Whatever," Eric said. 

After the movie was over, Eric was fast asleep, find Ray 
went back to his shift in the communica- lions center. 

Deborah woke Eric at dinnertime, bringing him Jerry's 
latest culinary offering: Cajun shrimp and scallops. They 
played cards until nine, then watched an action movie 
together. 

Midway through, a sound made Deborah tense. She 
muted the volume on the TV and listened closely. 

Alan came rushing in, 

"What is that noise?" Alan asked. "Is that a plane? It 
can't be a plane," 

"It's a plane," Deborah said. "Flying low over restricted 
airspace. Not good." 

Ray's voice came booming over the room-to- room 
intercom. "Communications, everyone, slat! We have a 
situation!" 

Eric raced with Alan and Deborah to the 
communications center. Ray had a couple of laptops and 
one of the larger screens working. 

T ve been signaling them since their approach," Ray 
said. "No reply." 

"Could be they're in trouble," Eric said. 

"Could be we'll handle it," Alan told Eric. He nodded to 
Ray. "You think they're in trouble?" 

"No distress call, but if their equipment's out, 
if they're flying blind and can't call for help ., Ray 
a e "Anything's possible." 

an pointed at a pair of blips on one of the computer 
screens. "What are those?" 

"Parachutists," Ray said. 'Gotta be." 

Eric watched as three more blips appeared. "They're 
bailing!" 

"For one reason or another," Alan said darkly. 

"I'm getting a fix on where they're heading," Ray said. 
"Satellite thermals have been spotty last couple of days 


with all the cloud cover. I think there's some software 
glitch, too." 

"Meaning?" Alan asked. 

Ray tossed his hands in the air. "Meaning I can see 
where they're heading at the moment, but they're about to 
oe my radar. I won't be able to track them once they 
and." 

"I'll get our gear," Deborah said. Her soft features had 
gone hard in an instant. 

"No," Alan said. 

Deborah's brow furrowed. "No? We have R & R 
protocols to consider." 

Eric had read about this. Rescue and Retrieval 
operations. It was part of the park ranger's charter. 

“Not when we're down to a skeleton crew," Alan said. 
"We can't just go after them. We're not fully operational. 
We're understaffed." 


‘You want to Jeave them out there?" Deborah asked, 

Alan turned to his communications director. "Any word 
on how long it'll take to bring a full crew in?" 

Ray nodded grimly. He tapped a small earplug. 
"Stevens says by first light. No sooner." 

"We have to go," Deborah said. 

"Five of them, six of us," Alan said. "No air support, 
satellite's malfunctioning—" 

"I think it's overloaded," Ray said. "All the holiday 
broadcasts and worldwide coverage, New Year's 
countdown and such." 

"They'll die out there," Deborah said. 

"I just need a minute to think," Alan said. He ran his 
hand through his hair. "Just let me think." 

With everyone's eyes glued to the screen, no one 
noticed Eric backing away and = pe on the door 

"Stupid fools," Alan murmured as he watched the little 
blips fall off the radar screen, 

"Who are you talking about?" Deborah asked. 

"All of them/' Alan said. "Every last one of them." He 
had no idea whaL to do. He had made tough choices 
before, life-and-death decisions, but this was different: He 
was protected and safe. The intruders were not. And all but 
two members of 
Deborah's team had left the island. Could a crew so small 
manage this? 

People!" Stevens called as he entered the room. "It's 
worse than you think." 

‘With you, it always is," Alan muttered. 

Stevens put up his pudgy hands. "Nope, nope, sorry 
Can't take credit for this." 

"What is it?" Alan demanded. 

"The hamster's out of his cage," Stevens said. 

Alan simply stared at him. 

"The kid," Stevens said. "Eric. He's gone. He figured 
out how to shut down security long enough to get through 
the gates." Stevens pointed to the window and the vast 
jungle beyond. "He's somewhere out there. ..." 





Deep in the forest of Isla Sorna, a green- and blue- 
scaled Parasaurolophus jerked its head upward in 
alarm. It studied the night sky as a strange sound 
rumbled down from the starry heavens, a rhythmic 
thrumming that had nothing to do with rain or 
thunder—or the natural world. 

As it watched, a cylindrical form cut across the 
dark sky, dotted with tiny fires of many colors. 
Little figures leaped from it. They fell quickly, then 
slowed and gently descended as what looked like 
wings spread open 
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The Parasaurolophus used its long, hollow, backward- 
pointing horn crest to cry out in alarm. TXirning, it raced 
away from the rapidly descending figures in absolute 
terror 


Simon Tunney the leader of the insertion team, made a 
perfect landing. He rolled and quickly gathered \ip his 
parachute. Using his night vision visor, he scanned the 
dark clearing. 

No hostile life. All was going according to plan. 

Simon's teammates were dressed in black like him, but 


the way each landed made it easy to tell them apart. Chris, 
his second-in-command, settled lightly on the ground, 
almost perfectly while two of the others, Matt and DJ., 
landed in the trees, and a third slammed the ground hard 
and rolled around groaning. 

Simon sighed and pulled off his visor and black mask. 
He ran his hands through his thick wavy brown hair and 
frowned. His chiseled features caught the moonlight as 
clouds parted high above. 

He was only eighteen, but he presented the image of a 
seasoned military professional—back rigid, legs apart, fists 
on his hips. 

"Chris, see if that hard landing knocked some ticnse 
into Biggs or if he banged himself up too badly/' Simon 
commanded. 

"Man, it smells here," Biggs said, struggling to his feet. 
"What does Isla Soma mean? Island of Lost Poop or 
something?" 

Simon's younger brother, Chris, took off his visor and 
mask, "We did it, Simon. We're here[" 

Simon forced a thin smile, Chris was fourteen and 
easily excited. Of course they had pulled it off. Their 
mission had been carefully planned—and well paid for. 

Chris went over to Biggs, a slightly overweight black- 
haired twelve-year-old wobbling around the clearing. 

"Welcome to Jurassic Park!" Biggs yelled in a bad 
English accent, a pathetic attempt to imitate John 
Hammond, the man who'd originally created this island full 
of scientifically re-created dinosaurs. 


"He's fine," Chris said as he finished checking Biggs 
out. 

That's a matter of opinion, Simon thought. But he 
needed these guys. 

"Let's get Matt and DJ. out of the trees/' Simon said. 

“Come on," Chris said, tapping Biggs's shoulder. 
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Suddenly, Biggs went into Charlton Heston mode. "Get 
yer paws off me, ya dirty stinkin' ape!" 

Simon rolled his eyes at that one. Biggs's whole life was 
the movies. Of course, under the circumstances, that made 
him valuable. 

Soon, they were all together in the moonlit clearing. 
Matt was a buzz-cut blond, a flathead fourteen-year-old 
jock who was good for heavy lifting and following orders. 
D.J. had red hair and a slight build, and he rarely spoke, 
bxit he was a good eyes-and-ears man, even at thirteen. 
Nothing got past him. 

Simon broke out a top-of-the-line digital camera from 
his equipment pouch. He handed it to Biggs, the 
cameraman, and said, "You know what to do." 

In seconds they were recording, the settings and lens of 
the expensive camera making it possible to record a great 
picture, even in the faint moonlight. Simon raised his chin 
imperiously at the lens. "My name is Simon Tbnney and 
these are the members of my team." 

He introduced them one by one for the sake of their 
audience. "We're about to take you on an extraordinary 
journey; I only hope each of us will survive," 


Simon hoped he at least sounded sincere about that. 
"But you never know. We're going in search of a legend. In 
search of the truth. We're out here looking for our 
destinies, a thing some of us might find in the belly of a 
beast. One way or another, you'll be coming along." 

Simon nodded and Biggs cut the recording. 

"So you really think we can make the kind of money 
those guys who made Blair Witch made?" Biggs said. 

"More," Simon said. "That was fake. This is real." 

an yeah," Biggs said. "Except the getting eaten part, 
right?" 

Simon grinned and shrugged. "We talked about this. 
Lex and Tim spelled it all out for us. It's in Grant's and 
Malcolm's books and that kid Eric Kirby's Survivor 
account. If you're smart, and you follow the rules of this 
place, you make it through. Get stupid, or panic, and you 
get eaten." 

"But Lex and Tim didn't know you weren't a curious 
college student writing a science paper," Biggs pointed out. 
"They didn't know what you were planning when you 
talked to them." 

"Duh," Chris said, catching up to his older brother "Like 
we'd be here if they did." 

"Let's go find some dinosaurs," Simon said, smiling 
down at his brother. "Before they find us." 

Biggs paled a little, but at least he shut up— except for 
one last comment. As they made their way into the forest, 
he just couldn't resist: "Dude, one thing. I think I lost the 
map." 


For the next twenty minutes, Simon Hmney led his small 
group of parachutists through the jungle. He acted 
fearless. But the truth was, he was truly afraid—and that 
was all right with him. The fear let him know he was alive. 
Kept him sharp. And, more importantly, kept him from 
getting bored. 

A smug, superior grin masked the exhilarating terror 
he felt. Behind him, Biggs obediently recorded his every 
move. 

Unfortunately, Chris's "bud" was also blathering. 

“Here we are, folks!" Biggs chattered. "Isla Soma, your 
home away from home, where the dinosaurs roam. Not 


that we have seen any yet." 

"But what's really important is if they've seen us,” 
Simon said. 

Biggs got quiet for a while after that. He swung the 
camera in every direction at the slightest noise. Then he 
calmed down and went into interview mode again. 

"So, Simon," Biggs said in his best TV announcer voice. 
"Tell us all about your reasons for doing this." 

Simon kept walking, but he made sure his best side was 
facing the camera as he pretended to think about Biggs's 
question. 

Why was he here? Why had he convinced his brother, 
Chris, and his brother's friends to get together for an 
adventure they'd never forget? Why had he forged a few 
"borrowed" checks from his parents' offshore bank 
accounts to pay for this little trip? Why had he really done 
it? The truth? 

A part of it was the money. Simon hated living on the 
chump change his wealthy parents called an "allowance," 
using it like a string to get him to do whatever they 
wanted. One big score with this film should set him up for 
years, and he could finally tell his parents to stuff it. 

But there were other reasons he was here, too. The 
fame, for one thing, Simon intended to be the fearless hero 
of this little film—something that should get him into the 
inner circle of every hot party in L.A., New York, London, 
and Tokyo for years to come. Might even land him some 
feature film roles. And, last but not least, was the actual 
rush of risking his and everyone else's life. Better than any 
drug he'd ever tried. 

Of course, Simon wasn't about to go into any of that 
stuff with the camera around. Instead, he mentally selected 
one of his well-rehearsed speeches. 

"My reasons for doing this?" repeated Simon. 


“The cynics out there won't buy this—and 1 know, 'cause 
usually I'm one of them—but I'm doing this for the people. 
The average, everyday people just like us." 

Simon paused for dramatic effect—and to make it look 
as if he hadn't spent hours making all this up, "The people 
have a right to know what's really going on in this place. 
Since Alan Grant's speech before the UN's General 
Assembly, there's been a news blackout for four months. 
How do we know that one of the world's governments isn't 
studying the dinosaurs, learning how to make new ones or 
find ways to use the ones already here as biogenetic 
weapons?" 

Simon paused long enough to check out his brother's 
face. Chris's eyes were wide, his lips parted slightly jiist as 
if he were watching some great movie or baseball game. As 
usual, he was mesmerized. 

Perfect. 

One thing Simon could count on was the gullibility of 
his younger brother and his brother's little crew. They'd 
follow him anywhere. Do anything he said. It had been like 
that for as long as Simon could remember. 

They'd all grown up together in the same wealthy 
neighborhood. As the years went by Chris and his friends 
had all become as bored as Simon with every expensive toy 
their parents could buy them. 

Chris, D.J., Matt, and Biggs didn't look up to Simon just 
because he was older. They looked up to him because he 
never failed to deliver what they all wanted most: actual 
adventure. 

It was Simon who showed them a world of real risk. 
From hot-wiring cars for joy rides and shoplifting CDs from 
record stores to crashing concerts and sold-out football 
games, they'd pushed the limits without yet getting caught. 

This trip was nothing like those little warm- ups, and 
they all knew it. Goodbye video game jungles and two- 
dimensional bad guys. So long ultra-safe gated 
Soe ere: This was the pinnacle, the riskiest game of 
all. 

"How do we know that everything that can be done, 
really is being done to keep the world safe from what's 
here?" Simon asked the camera. "They Jet three 
Pteranodons fly off. They've been sighted in South America 


and Mexico. Some even think they've seen them in the 
Florida Keys. Each time, people have been attacked and 
shown up in emergency rooms with wounds thai couldn't 
have come from anything else except one of those blood- 
crazed flying reptiles." 

‘But that's ali rumors and stuff people are saying in 
chat rooms," Chris said earnestly. "Like babies being 
snatched from strollers. There isn't any evidence." 

Simon beamed inwardly. He had been certain his 
brother would say something to that effect. 

"Not to go all Fox Mulder on you, but evidence can be 
suppressed. Facts can be altered. The truth isn't out there/' 
Simon said with a broad sweep of his arm, "It's here." 

Biggs did a wide pan of the jungle, then turned off the 
digital recorder, 

"Great sound bite," Biggs said, "Man, is this going to 
sell. I bet one of the big three TV networks is going to 
make a bid. Then there's home vid and foreign, residuals. 


Trailing behind Simon, DJ. said, "I thought I heard 
something." 

They all fell silent. Biggs wildly whipped the camera in 
every direction. 

"Okay, here we go," Simon said. 

They had been walking on a trail that appeared to have 
been made by some superpredator. Trees had been 
shattered like toothpicks. Heavy branches had been kicked 
out of the way And there were footprints as big and deep 
as potholes, 

Simon slid his goggles back on and switched from night 
vision to heat sensing. The tiny red light on his visor turned 
ane "Something's coming," Simon said. "Something 
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They heard it then and felt it—heavy thumps and 
trembling upon the hard earth. Biggs looked pale, and his 
hands started shaking. Inking hold of Ihe camera with one 
hand, he pointed it toward a field of grass tall enough to 
hide any of them. 

‘That way looks good!" Biggs said. 

"No," Simon said. "We talked about this. We'll be fine as 
long as we follow the rules." 

“Biggs is right," said Matt, who was lugging all of their 
heavy equipment and supplies. The blockhead was getting 
jittery. We've gotta take cover." 

"We have to get out of harm's way," Simon said. Tfiat 
doesn't necessarily mean taking cover." 

He pointed upward toward the tall branches of a nearby 
tree, "Up there is the safest spot, and we won't miss 
anything." 

Chris nodded in agreement. "Let's go. No more talk." 

Chris started to climb the closest tree. The others 
followed him without another word. Simon was the last to 
scale the tree. He wanted to make sure Biggs shot him as 
he dramatically made his way up toward the camera. 

Soon, they were all crouching in heavy branches, 
staring down. The branches shook, the leaves trembled— 
and the dinosaur came closer. 

"1 was getting worried, ' Biggs said. He was shaking 
even worse now, "All this jungle stuff, it could have been 
anywhere. Without some dino- action—" 

Biggs fell silent as the dinosaur stepped into a pool of 
moonlight. The camera sagged and Simon had to nudge 
Biggs to take proper aim again. 

"It's a veggiesaur," Simon whispered. "A duckbill. But it 
can still be dangerous if we upset it." 

The dinosaur walked upright, like a T. rex, but it had 
longer arms and big flat hands. The animal's head was flat 
and long, horselike, and its neck was short compared to its 
very long trunk and tail. The dinosaur was over forty feet 
long and at least fifteen feet high. Tf it came close enough, 
it would be able to swivel its head and look right at the 
humans in the tree. 

And, actually, it did look as if it was searching for 
something. 


"Oh, I think I'm gonna be sick . . . Biggs whimpered. 
"It's gonna change its diet. I know it." 

Simon placed his hand on Biggs's back. "They can't do 
that. Just hold it steady and get the shot." 

He felt Biggs's body relax. 

"Shaky cam is in," Biggs whispered. 

Chris shushed them both. 

The dinosaur stopped. It looked around, sniffed, 
sneezed—then turned and went back the way it had come. 

No one spoke until it was totally out of view. 

"That was a dinosaur," Matt said. "Oh, man, oh, man, 
that was an actual dinosaur! Oh, man... 

‘Get me in the shot," Simon commanded. 

Biggs swung the camera his way. 

‘We just had our first encounter with a dinosaur," Simon 
said. "An Edmontosaurus, I believe. But just because it was 
a plant-eater doesn't mean we weren't in real danger. One 
sweep of its tail and it could have knocked all of us from 
our perches, breaking our necks in the fall. Panicked, it 
could have trampled those who survived. Caution is the 
watchword. But luck plays into it. A T. rex can scent for 
miles. If it had been one of those, just being out of its field 
of vision wouldn't have saved us." 

He nodded toward Matt. "Fortunately ..." 

Biggs swiveled the camera to get Matt inthe frame, 

"We came prepared," Matt said as he tapped two of the 
heavy bags that he was carrying! 

"Incoming," D.J. said. 

Another dinosaur appeared. It had the same distinctive 
horsey-face as the first duckbill but was about a third the 
size, ft entered the clearing from another direction. Cooing, 
it sniffed the air, and Looked around in confusion, 

"Tell me you're getting this," Simon said. 


Biggs zoomed in, "Oh, yeah/' 

The smaller dinosaur wandered to the base of the tree 
where all five of the infiltrators were hiding. It munched on 
a few low-lying plants, then ambled into the field of grass. 

"Told you it was safe that way," Biggs said. ‘The 
veggiesaurs weren't dumb." 

ft's not a matter of being dumbi Simon thought. U was 
all up to luck or who had the advantage. 

"Follow him," Simon said- 

Biggs panned and followed the dinosaur as he went 
deeper and deeper through the field of grass, 

"1 don't know," Biggs said. "I think that was his mom or 
dad before. Maybe we should try to help them get back 
together. He looks lost." 

Simon ignored Biggs. He turned to his brother and 
poinled at the high grass. "Any of this looking familiar?" 

"Lost World," Chris said. ' Malcolm's book. ' 

Thin lines of terrifyingly swift motion appeared deep in 
the field of grass from every direction. They converged on 
the little plant-eater, who shrieked and suddenly was 
yanked down into the grass. There was a great thrashing, a 
series of yips and howls, I hen silence. 

"Raptors," Simon said, his heart thundering. 


“Let's go while they're . ., otherwise engaged." 

Soon, they were back on the ground. 

“Remember, the best weapon we have," Simon said as 
he tapped the side of his head. "Our intelligence, That 
gives us the ability to learn from the mistakes of others." 

He saw Chris shudder as he stared into the tall grass. It 
was Stained dark red in spots. 

The crimson looked black in the moonlight, 

"I want a shot of me with that in the background," 
Simon commanded. Biggs swung the camera to capture 
Simon and the stained grass. 

"So far, it looks like the dinosaurs are roaming free," 
Simon said. "Does that mean they're free to escape? Free 
to swim to some freighter? Free to murder the crew and 
drift to a populated area? What do you suppose the next 
boat to a Florida port is really going to have on it?" 

He drew his finger across his throat. Biggs stopped 
shooting. 

"Time to get moving," Simon said. 

They walked deeper into the jungle, away from the tall 
grass. Chris turned to his brother and whispered, "You 
really think things are that out of control?" 

No, Simon thought. I'm in total control 

"Anything's possible," Simon said. "We're 
here to find the truth, right?" 

"Right," Chris said. He had a serious look about him. 

"Good man," Simon said. He gripped his younger 
brother's shoulder. "Proud of you." 

Chris's face lit up. Simon turned from him and led the 
group to a new trail. 


CHAPTERE 


Eric Kirby was on the move. He felt kind of vulnerable not 
having an armor vest, or even the camouflage cape of vines 
and leaves he'd worn for those eight weeks lie d been here 
before, but he had other stuff now to make up for it. 






mRANWDN 


He'd snatched a couple of stun grenades, a flare gun, a 
stunner, and some candy bars from the station's storage 
room. And now he was running hard, with a pretty good 
idea of the shortest and most direct path to take to reach 
the parachutists. 


But—paths through this jungle often changed. He 
needed a nice, high vantage, so he went to the base of 
Mount Hood. It was a rise overlooking a valley. He would 
have to pass through that valley to meet up with the 
parachutists and lead them to safety. 

Eric was still fuming about Dr. Grant. He knew the man 
was going to let the parachutists stay outside until 
morning. He just knew it. And Eric refused to abide by a 
decision like that. 

As he climbed, he pictured them, wounded and alone. 
He knew they needed help. His help. Their plane must have 
been out of control, about to crash. Why else would they 
have jumped here? No one sane would have done it on 
purpose. 

The moonlight was silvery in the clear, starry sky. The 
night air was damp, pungent and... familiar. 

His mother and father would never understand—but 
after days caged up in that secure compound, and months 
caged up in a safe, suburban life—the dangerous scent of 
Isla Soma almost felt like coming home again. 

While he rested midway up Mount Hood, Eric bandaged 
a few brush cuts on his arms and hands with strips from his 
T-shirt. The last thing he wanted was his blood scent 
attracting predators. There was a stream on the side of the 
earthy rise «nd be used it to create mud to cake over the 
bandages and mask the scent. He would have preferred 
lino dung, but he hadn't come across any piles of it yet. In 


a way that was good; no dung, no dinos. 

Still, he had to take every precaution he could. He'd 
made his father a promise to be careful, and he intended to 
keep that promise. 

He just hoped his parents would understand why he'd 
bolted from the compound. He couldn't let the parachutists 
stay out here until Dr. Grant's reinforcements arrived. He 
couldn't let them be abandoned, the way he'd been. He had 
to save them. 

Eric climbed the craggy wall leading up to the fop of 
Mount Hood, As he ascended, he took extra care to check 
roots, vines, rocks, and fissures to ensure they could hold 
ae weight. He worked up a sweat despite the slight chill in 
the air. 


Man, the chill felt good. As good as the soft jungle floor 
beneath his feet, the exhilaration from the run, and that 
familiar rush of adrenaline. 

Eric soon reached the plateau. He hauled himself over 
the top, then checked for any signs of predators. Once he 
felL safe, he studied the moonlit valley. As he had guessed, 
three of the routes he would have taken were blocked. 

A rock slide had filled in one of them. The second route 
was blocked by a mass of twisted, shattered branches. The 
third path was occupied by a pair of hulking 
superpredators. 

Eric couldn't tell what kind of dinosaurs they were from 
this distance, but the speed with which they moved, and 
the way they darted back and forth, their heads low and 
searching for prey, made him certain they weren't hunting 
for a nice house salad. So he would have to find another 
way to reach the group—provided they hadn't wandered 
too far from their landing site. Because if that had 
happened... 

Eric didn't want to think about that possibility. 

He was so intent on studying the valley below, ad to 
find the best way to the clearing where the parachutists 
had landed, he almost missed the faint scritch-scratch of 
talons on hard earth behind him. He spun—and relaxed. An 
exotic bird had landed behind him. A quetzal. Red- 
breasted, with a green head and beautiful iridescent wings. 
A pretty trilling escaped the bird as it cocked its head to 
one side and studied the human. 


Eric had almost forgotten about the natural life that had 
existed on Isla Soma before John Hammond turned the 
place into a breeding factory for genetically enhanced 
dinosaurs. There were spiders, snakes, sloths, and some 
pretty big birds. Also, beetles and bees, and scorpions and 
bats, and ticks and gnats and rats, and all sorts of fun little 
critters to run up against on a dark night. Just what he 
wanted to think about—as if it wasn't already scary 
enough, 

"Get out of here," Eric growled. When the bird didn't 
move, he tossed a few small stones in front of it. it fluttered 
its wings and Look off. 

A few moments later, he heard it land once more Again, 
he scared it off by tossing some pebbles, He was still 
searching for a decent route when he heard the fluttering a 
third time. 

Without even looking back, he picked up more rocks 
and chucked them over his shoulder. 

CAHHHRHB! 

The sound was earsplitting. It startled him so badly he 
nearly lost his balance and toppled off the edge of the 
plateau. Then Eric turned to see an inky black shape with a 
wing span the size of a room stalking toward him. A 
Pteranodon? 

The creature's pointy head and sharp beak caught the 
dull gray moonlight. It swept forward, launching itself into 
the air, its claws aimed at him. 

Eric dived forward and rolled underneath the 
Pteranodon's grasp, He heard the great fluttering again, 
and looked over his shoulder to set: the Pteranodon high in 
the air, circling back. He raced from it and threw himself 
over the far edge of the plateau. 

CAHRRRf 


One of the Pteranodon's talons ripped across his 
shoulder as he plummeted. 

Eric tumbled end over end, striking rocks, boulders, 
shattered tree trunks, and hard-packed mounds of dirt. He 
heard the Pteranodon sailing above him. 

It was waiting for him to land! 

He struck a large stone set at an angle and was 
suddenly flung a half-dozen feet to the right. With a grunt 
he smashed into the hard bristles of a dying bush and 
rolled to a stop. He heard a thud, an angry high shriek, and 
the fluttering of wings. 

He tried to crawl away but the world was still spinning- 
Every second he lay there, helpless and out of control, he 
was certain would be his last. But the Pteranodon did not 
come for him. 

Finally, he rose up and saw the Pteranodon lying 
stunned beside him. He realized that it had sailed in for the 
kill early and knocked itself senseless on the heavy stone 
that had tossed Eric to one side. 

Eric reached for the stunner he had taken, but the 
Pteranodon's head was lolling. The huge flier's body 
relaxed as it sank back into unconsciousness. 


Eric stumbled into the jungle, not quite as sure of 
himself as he had been before. He had thought that by 
returning to Isla Soma, he could somehow reclaim 
something he had lost. All he found so far was the simple 
truth that he could hunt all night for the people who had 
parachuted into this deadly place, but he could not 
consider himself a hunter. 

On this island, he, and everyone who came to it, were 
only prey. 


CHAPTER *1 


“Omigosh, they're so cute\" Biggs said. 

Simon stared at Biggs, wondering how badly he 
really needed the little jerk as a cameraman. They 
had stopped before a small group of Compsognathus. 
Chicken-sized dinosaurs. 

Meat-eaters. 

And Biggs was right up in their faces with the 
camera. 

Simon sighed. Biggs was expendable, he 
supposed, but the camera was not. 

‘Remember Malcolm's book," 





COMrsSWNATMUS 


Simon said. "That little girl got mauled by these guys—and 
that hunter was eaten. They're like piranha with legs/ 

"You wouldn't eat me, now would you?" Biggs said in 
what sounded ridiculously close to baby talk. "No, you 
would not!" 

Simon looked to Chris. He gestured. Chris nodded. 

"Don't get too close/' Chris said. "There may be a lot 
more where these came from. Remember the rules." 

"Gotcha," Biggs said. 

Suddenly, one of the little compies leaped forward, 
Snapping at the cameraman. Its maw tapped the camera 
and it fell on its butt, confused and sore. 

"Great shot!" Biggs said. 

"Okay, swing it around," said Simon; then he waited 
until Biggs had the camera on him. "More of InGen's 
creations on the loose. Small and seemingly harmless. But 
don't be fooled by looks. Lots of deadly things come in 
small packages. I look at creatures like this and wonder, 
how well do they swim? Or what if a small group of them 
could stow away on one of the transports going back and 
forth between Isla Soma and the outside world?" 


Simon paused, building dramatic effect once more. "! 
wonder if I might wander outside one day and find packs of 


these creatures in my backyard, ready to tear me into little 
pieces." He turned away. "Okay, Biggs, get another shot of 
these guys, a wide one, and let's move." 

"Wish I had some more light," Biggs said. He picked up 
a stick and started poking at the little dinosaurs. "And I 
wish these guys would do more!" 

"Don't tease them," Simon warned. "They fight back." 

"Just want to get a little action going, that's all," Biggs 
said. "I wouldn't hurt them." 

Simon heard a rustling. Before he could say anything, 
Matt had dug into the supply bag and brought out a 
portable thousand-watt lamp. 

"Got the light," Matt said. 

"Hey," Simon said, raising his hand. "Wait!" 

It was too late. A brilliant stream of blinding white light 
filled his vision, and Simon spat a curse under his breath as 
he turned away. 

His gaze fell on the small gathering of Compsognathus. 
Only—it wasn't a small gao ring anymore. 

There were dozens of the little dinosaurs now. Their 
heads were all turned in the direction of the light. They 
appeared mesmerized. 

"Matt, set light down slowly, and don't let it turn 
off," Simon said 

As the light slowly lowered, the compies' heads all 
moved to follow Its motion. Simon thought it must have 
looked like the noonday sun to them, and the confusion this 
brought to the little dinosaurs might be the only thing that 
could save his team. 

Matt set down, the lamp and stepped away from it. 

The compies were starting to get restless. Simon 
watched their little heads as they looked to one another 
and glanced at the prey that had come within their reach. 

"Everyone back away/ Simon said. He was pleased to 
see that Biggs was still recording, even though his chest 
was heaving and his round face was once again covered in 
sweat. 

"We have to get out of here/ Chris said. 

The group stepped backward, moving along a trail that 
o like it had been made by a super- predator on the 

unt. 

"No sudden movements," Simon whispered, his heart 
racing. "They'll rush us if we spook them. Just take it slow." 


He could barely contain a smile at the thrill of being this 
close to disaster on so many fronts. 

The groxip was still een, up, but the compies were 
getting ted staring into the light. At least a dozen were 
hopping and springing their way. 

"Oh, man," Biggs said. He tapped a button on the side of 
his camera and Simon heard the whir of the zoom. "This is 
something!" 

More compies were coming their way. The sound of 
Biggs zooming in and out was drawing them. 

"Biggs, stop the zooming," Simon warned, "You're 
spooking them. Just hold your shot—" 

A sharp howl filled the air as Biggs tripped on a thick 
fallen branch The camera rolled away, and a flood of 
compies rushed him. 

Chris moved into action. He snatched up a rock and 
threw it at the light. The rock hit with the precision of his 
best fastball, turning the light just enough to stop many of 
the compies in their tracks. They wanted to see why the 
midnight sun had suddenly shifted. 

But several small groups of the meat-eaters ignored the 
light. Two leaped onto Biggs and started snapping and 
are at his hands and face. 

ris lobbed two more rocks, knocking them away from 
his friend. An image of all the baseball trophies Chris had 
won popped into Simon's head. Thank heaven for his little 
brother's talents. 

"D.j., get the camera/ Simon commanded. 

"Matt, get Biggs!" Chris hollered. 


Everyone was back on his feet, running like mad. The 
compies chased after them, leaping into the trees, 
following along branches, jumping out at them with raking 
claws and snapping maws. 

A compic landed on Simon's back, and he felt the sharp 
sting of needlelike claws sinking into his flesh. 

Simon instantly slipped off his night vision goggles and 
rapped the little dinosaur on the head before it could take a 
bite out of him. The compie fell away, and Simon raced 
deeper into the forest with his team, 

“Gone—they're gone!" Chris finally said breathlessly. 

Simon stopped and looked around. His brother was 
right. Simon let the others catch their breath. All except 


Biggs. He slammed the overweight teen against a tree, 

"I told you, don't tease them," Simon said, if we follow 
the rules, we survive. If not..." 

Simon's voice trailed off as he noticed that D.J., who 
now had the camera, was recording his outburst. 

“Turn that off," Simon commanded- 

"Why? This is the good stuff," D.J. said. "It's real" 

Simon let Biggs go and stepped up to D,j. 

"Off. Now." 

D.J. lowered the camera; and Simon turned to face the 


roup. 
"We're either a team or we're not/ he said. "I didn't 
make up the rules, and I'm not saying any of this for fun. 
We don't know how long we've got before Grant and the 
others find us. And when they do, they're going to want to 
shut us down and keep the truth to themselves. We've 
planned for that. The main thing is, we've got Lo stay alive, 
and to do that, we've got to follow the rules. Everyone with 
me? pr do some of you want to take your chances on your 
own?" 

"I'm with you," Chris said. He took his place at his older 
brother's side. 

Biggs was staring at Simon in awe. "You knew. I can't 
believe it, but you /mew exactly what those little dinosaurs 
would do." 

"I'm inspired/ D.J. said. 

Simon was pleased to see from Biggs's and Matt's 
expressions that they also held him fully in awe—exactly 
what Simon was used to. 

And once we're done filming here, the whole world will 
look at me that way, thought Simon with pleasure. Instant 
star. International hero. No doubt. 

He turned and found a path through the woods. He 
didn't look back to see if the others were following. He 
knew Lhey would. 


HHRPTEHB 


Alan Grant sat in the back of the fortified all- terrain 
vehicle, his arms crossed over his chest, his knees 
pressed firmly together; his gaze reduced to a narrow 
squint. 
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Deborah Holland sat across from Alan, and Dave 
Stevens was at the wheel. All four of them wore Kevlar 
vests and padding. Headgear was tucked into spaces 
beneath their scats, along with other supplies. 

Another vehicle trailed behind them over the rough 
terrain. The two remaining members of Deborah's security 
team were in that one—two burly guys named Chuck and 
Drew. 

Ray had stayed behind with the station's chef, Jerry 
Roberts. 

As communications director, Ray had the job of 
watching the station's satellite screens while staying in 
touch with Alan's team by radio. If they were lucky, they'd 
get a heat signature on Eric and the trespassers and locate 
them that way. 

Jerry Roberts had offered to come along and help, but 
Alan knew the man had had very little dino defense 
training. So Alan told him to stay at the station and have a 
hot meal ready for them when they returned—if they 
returned. There was always the chance they'd be the hot 
ser for whatever was roaming around tonight in the dark 
ungle. 

“This Shouldn't be happening," Alan said through 
gritted teeth. 

"Agreed," Dan said mildly. 

"And the boy . . Alan gestured wildly, trying to put his 
feelings into words. 

Don't sweat this stuff, boss/' said Deborah, "The main 
thing is to stay loose. On the bounce. It's like with tai chi, 
where you take a step into the blow to deflect it, then use 


its force to your advantage, direct its energy where you 
need it," 

"Pardon?" Alan said, 

"Okay," said Deborah patiently, "I'll say it my granddad's 
way; Gnawing on the bone won't get you any more meat/ 

Alan ran his hand over his furrowed brow. "I trusted 
Eric to be responsible. A thirteen-year-old. What was I 
thinking?" 

Deborah shrugged. "He was being responsible," 

Alan sputtered and spat trying to find words of reply. 
Finally, he got out, "By disobeying orders, by running off—" 


"He felt responsible for those people," Deborah said. 
"Don't you see, from his point of view, when you talked 
about possibly not going after them, he felt you were 
abandoning I hem, the way he had been abandoned on the 
island. So naturally he'd feel responsible for saving them." 

*1 was exploring all options, that's all," Alan 
said, "I hadn't decided to abandon them—" But he didn't 
know that," Deborah said. Really?" Alan asked. 'And how 
do you know what was going on in his head?" 

Tve gotten to know that kid pretty well," she said. "And 
you know him, too, whether you admit it or not." 

Alan tried to find something he could say to defend 
himself, to show that he wasn't being insensitive, that he 
had everyone's welfare at heart. 

But he couldn't. 

Deborah's eyebrows raised and she put two fingers to 
the earplug in her right ear. ft was hooked into the remote 
communications device on her belt. "Holland here. What's 
u on 

Alan watched as she nodded, said "okey-doke" several 
times, then signed off. 

"That was Ray back at the station," Deborah said 
evenly. 'He's picked up a signal. It may just be a glitch, but 


The vehicle lurched as Dave Stevens made a sudden 
turn. 

‘But... ?" Alan asked. 

Deborah yanked her weapons bag out from under the 
seat. ' But I think we should go over the proper use of each 
of our weapons. One more time." 


Oddly enough, Deborah's words actually comforted 
Alan, Dinosaurs lie could fight. 

The feelings Deborah's words had set off within him, the 
concern that maybe she was right— 

That was something else entirely. 


"Now this time, everyone rem em her the rules," Simon 
said. 


CHAPTER 9 


t ‘lriceratops 





TKICHHATOPS 


He had followed a trail that his research told him had 
been left by plant-eaters. Soon, he and the rest of his team 
were hiding in the brush outside of a large pond where an 
entire family " ~ had gathered to snooze. 


The dinosaurs were magnificent. The clouds were 
parting above and the moonlight glistened off their horns. 
Their scaly hides bore large circles and blotches. Simon 
couldn't Leli what colors they were, but the patterns 
marked all the dinosaurs as members of the same clan. 

“Can we go over them again?" Biggs asked. "First/' 


Simon said very softly, "donJt make a lot of noise. Second, 
don't sneak up on them. They get scared easy, and angry 
even more easily than that." 

"GoLcha," Biggs said. Then he realized he had just 
spoken in his normal, loud voice. Simon glared, and Biggs 
quickly repeated the word in a whisper, "Gotcha. ' 

"Third, and most important," Simon continued, "they've 
got young. If they feel we're threatening their young, we've 
toast," 

"So what's the plan?" Chris asked, "Watch and learn." 
Simon said as he stepped out from cover and slowly walked 
to the side of the pond the plant-eaters hadn't occupied. He 
didn't look in the direction of the mammoth dinosaurs. 
Instead, he simply sat at the edge of the pond, took off his 
shoes, and dipped his feet in the water. It wasn't nearly as 
cold as he had expected, 


Slowly, the Triceratops noticed him. Simon studied 
them from the corner of his vision, watching them raise 
their heads and nudge one another at the sight of him. 

When he spoke, he made a conscious effort to keep his 
voice low, soft, and level. 

"Biggs, are you getting this?" Simon asked. "Tell me 
you're getting this." 

"They're coming toward you/ Chris said from the brush. 

"Sure," Simon said. "They're curious. The whole thing is 
we have to let them know that we understand that this is 
their home and we're just passing through." 

Simon waited, forcing his body to appear relaxed as he 
heard the heavy thumps of the dinosaurs' footsteps. The 
adult Triceratops were huge—the size of tanks. And their 
horns reminded him of his dad's collection of short swords 
from ancient battles. Sharp and very lethal. 

"Grrrrumpppllff?" a dinosaur grunted. 


Slowly, ever so slowly, Simon turned to look into the 
dark eyes of the closest Triceratops. He said nothing. His 
expression betrayed no emotion. He simply waited, forcing 
down his fear. 

This is not a creature from the past, he told himself. It's 
not a real dinosaur. No one took a time machine back 65 
million years. This is just another big, stupid animal, just 
like an elephant or a rhino. It deserves caution and respect, 
but not fear. 

He suddenly realized he was in a staring contest. Who 
blinks first? That would determine who had the superior— 

With a roar the dinosaur thrust his head and gleaming 
sharp horns forward, causing Simon to yelp and throw 
himself into the cold pond to avoid getting gored The 
Triceratops followed him into the shallow water, splashing 
forward with greater speed and power than Simon could 
have imagined. Two more adults appeared on the other 
bank. They looked ready to cut off any possible route of 
escape the human might consider. 

What had gone wrong? Simon wondered. He had 
followed the rules. He had done nothing to provoke the 
dinosaurs. This wasn't fair! 

Suddenly, Simon heard a whoop and a hollering. He 
recognized the voice. 

"Leave him alone, you big wrinkled gasbags!" Chris 
hollered. "Check this!" 

Simon looked back and saw his brother in the water. 
With his perfect arm, Chris snatched up a stone from the 
bank of the pond and snapped a fastball at the feet of an 
infant Triceratops. The little dinosaur leaped back, yelping 
in aU DS: The adults turned on Chris with an angry 
growl, 

The other three teens plunged into the water behind 
Chris. Biggs held the camera high to keep it from getting 
wet. Matt picked up a log and hefted it as if he could swing 
it ae actually damage one of these behemoths. Yeah, 
right. 

The guy's got heart, Simon thought. No brains, but Jots 
of heart. 

Simon glimpsed Biggs still holding the camera. Please; 
let him be getting this, he thought. 

The TYiceratops charged again. They were maddened, 
capable of anything. The mud beneath Simon's feet 


eee at his legs like quicksand. He could barely keep 
is balance. 

The pond stank. The water was stagnant and covered 
over with algae and bodies of tiny creepy crawlers. Simon 
slipped and fell as another Triceratops advanced on him. 
Bugs went up his nose and into his mouth as the water 
slapped his face and he sank underneath the surface. His 
feet went up and he landed hard on his back. 

A dark form moved his way as he struggled to rise. 
Something round like a tree trunk rose up and thrust 
downward toward his chest. 

It was the hoof of a TViceratops 1 

Simon panicked as the hoof touched his chest, pinning 
him in place. He couldn't breathe. He was going to drown! 
Or the lYiceratops was going to crush him! 


Suddenly the hoof rose. Simon scrambled along the 
bottom of the pond, fumbling as he tried to plant his feet. 
Then he rose up, his head breaking the surface. He was 
choking, spitting out water and gunk. 

The Triceratops was right in front of him, its horns close 
enough to gore him. But it was frozen, and it wasn't 
looking his way. 

Everyone haa stopped. Chris and his friends had 
become statues, just like the TViceratops brood. They all 
looked afraid. 

A sudden, high, piercing shriek ripped across the 
silence of the night. It sounded inhuman and wild. 
Terrifying. 

Simon had read a description of this sound in Eric 
Kirby's book. 

"Raptors," he whispered. 

The sound came again, this time from another part of 
the woods. Then it came from the other side of the pond. 

"They're everywhere," Chris said. 

The Triceratops moved into action quickly. Ignoring the 
humans, they gathered up their young and tromped off 
toward a wide path between the thick trees. 

“What do we do?" Chris asked, his chest heaving. 

"Maybe we should split up," D.J. said with icy resolve. 
"I'm betting they won't follow us all." 

"We stay together," Simon said. 

"Together," Chris echoed. 


Simon pointed in the one direction from which he 
hadn't heard the raptors' calls. He raced that way through 
the water, nearly losing his balance twice. 

"It's cold, it's cold, it's cold," Biggs cried. He spun the 
camera around and got a close-up of his own face from a 
low angle. "I'm so scared! Think anyone would notice if I 
peed myself?" 

They escaped the pond and ran shivering for the trees. 
The group raced headlong into the jungle, their faces 
smacked by low-lying branches, their feet stumbling over 
tangles of roots and vines. All around them, small 
creatures yelped and shrieked. 

Had they lost the dinosaurs? Simon had no idea. He 
could barely see anything. 

"Stay together!" he said. 

"Shout off!" Chris commanded. 

Biggs, D.J., and Matt said their names, letting Simon 
and his brother know they hadn't gone off on their own. 

"Hold it," someone yelled from directly ahead. "It's all 
right. It's all right... 

Simon drew to a stop. Biggs banged into him from 
behind and the two toppled to the ground. Chris helped his 
brother back to his feet. Matt and D.J. hauled Biggs up 
from the floor of the jungle. 

"You're okay," said a small figure who approached with 
his hands wide apart. "There aren't any raptors." 

A boy who looked about Chris's age stepped into a small 
pool of moonlight. His face was filthy, his skin bruised and 
cut. His hair was matted and his clothes tattered. 

"You're safe now/ the small figure said. "Listen." 

The young man cupped his hands and made the cry they 
had heard before. The raptor call. 


Simon! s shock was wearing off. He got close enough to 
study the face of their rescuer. He'd seen that face on 
books, magazine covers, and television interviews. 

"Eric Kirby," Chris whispered in awe. "I'm Chris. This is 
my older brother, Simon. And these are my buds!" 

Behind Chris, the others murmured happily, as if their 
greatest hero had unexpectedly arrived. 

Simon winced. He had to do something about this, and 
fast, or he would lose control of the group. 

"Don't make that sound again/ Simon said, grabbing 
Eric's arm and looking around. "There might be real 


raptors in the jungle who'll hear it and come running." 
"I was trying to help/ Eric said. 
He sounded bewildered to Simon. 


Good, Simon thought. He needed to keep the intruder 
off balance. 

"No wonder this happened," Simon said. "Hey everyone, 
this is Eric Kirby. The Survivor. And the kid who couldn't 
leave well enough alone and almost got us all killed." 

"What, are you crazy?" Eric challenged. "You think this 
is my fault?" 

“Makes sense," Chris said, "The dinosaurs were going 
to Simon. They looked curious. Then all of a sudden they 
went crazy!" 

"They must have spotted you," Simon said. "I bet they 
remember you. I know I would, if I were them. And what 
the heck are you doing here anyway? Weren't you rescued 
already? I mean, wasn't that the whole point of your book 
tour? You were stranded. You survived. You were rescued. 
End of story. No?" 

Eric couldn't believe what he was hearing. He'd risked 
his life to help these kids and now they were baiting him! 

Then he saw the camera. 

"You didn't bail from your plane because you had to, did 
you?" said Eric. "You came pele on purpose. ' 

“One word," Simon said. D 

"Listen to me," Eric said. z can get us back to the Park 


Ranger's Station. It's an enclosed compound where the 
scientists live. It's safe there." 

"Show me the way/' Biggs said quickly. 

Simon shook his head, "We've only just gotten started. 
We don't even have any footage of super- predators yet and 
your buddy Grant will just take our equipment and wipe 
our footage. We have our own way out." 

"Oh, right," Chris said. 

Simon nodded. "You think I wouldn't take care of a 
detail like that?" Simon maintained his poker face until his 
brother looked away 

"Of course. Yeah. You just haven't told us yet," Chris 


said, "Top-secret. We understand, Simon. It's cool." 

Eric ran his hand over his forehead. "You don't 
understand. You've got to come with me. It's not safe." 

"No, you don't understand," Simon said. "Your options 
are to go back the way you came or stay with us. There are 
things going on here. Things 1 don't know about, things I 


bet you don't know about either, Or did Grant let you come 
back here with an all-access pass?" 

"I..." Eric looked away. 

“Thought so," Simon said. He turned and walked away, 
his brother at his side in a second. As soon as Chris joined 
Simon, the others followed. 

Eric watched the newcomers. They were cold, wet, and 
shivering. They were probably going to get sick. Probably 
going to get eaten. But they had wanted this. They had 
come here thinking they would find something that would 
change their lives, 

Just like him. 

They weren't his responsibility, yet he couldn't just 
leave them. Silently, he knelt and drew out the stunner he 
had grabbed before exiting the Ranger's Station, He raised 
it, making sure the stinger would not touch any object, and 
squeezed the trigger in three short bursts. Tiny sparks 
fired. There was a short electrical crackle, but it seemed 
the design of these stunners was better than the ones he'd 
originally found during his weeks alone on the island. 

He kept squeezing the trigger. Three long bursts, three 
short, three long—SOS. He looked at the night sky. A 
satellite was trained on this island. Would the heat 
signature he was providing with the stunner be noticed 
amid all the other data the satellite was collecting? 

Eric followed the group at a distance, praying that Alan 
and the retrieval team would find them before the 
stunner's charge gave out. 
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He had to restrain a smile as he watched them go down 
one path, then another, that he had mapped when he was 
alone on Mount Hood. Simon was leading the group in 
circles, though he clearly didn't realize it. 

At the moment they stood before the huge wall of 
shattered tree limbs Eric had seen earlier, Simon could find 
no way around it, and all the teens except Chris were really 
beginning to feel the effects of their run-in with the 
dinosaurs earlier. They shivered; they complained of aches 
and pains; I hey were jumpy and irritable and scared. 

Beyond that, they were getting mad. Good, Eric 
thought. That would keep them alert—and maybe if they 
stayed alert, they'd stay alive. 

"I see another path," Simon said. 

Eric tensed, worrying that Simon would lead the teens 
right toward the superpredators Eric had seen earlier. 

No, Eric realized. Simon headed in another direction, 
one Eric hadn't had time to check out. 

"Sound off!" Simon said after a couple of minutes. 
Behind him, Chris and the others called off their names. 
They sounded weary and frustrated. 

Was this guy Simon so worried about his control over 
the group that he had to keep reminding them that he was 
the boss? Was that why he kept barking orders and doing 
roll calls? 

Or was he just smart enough to know that he had to 
keep the teens alert and focused to avoid disaster? 

Eric was beginning lo think both might be true. 

He was surprised as Biggs waited for him to catch up. 
The digital camera was on. 

"How about an interview?" Biggs asked. 

Eric raised the stunner and held down the trigger, 
making blue and white sparks streak through the darkness 
separating them. Biggs flinched but did not draw back. 

"How about you gel that stupid thing out of my face?" 
Eric said. 

"Perfect!" Biggs said. "Man, that’s gonna make a great 
sound bite!" 

Eric shook his head as the camera operator went back 
to his friends. 

Soon, the dense clusters of trees thinned and Eric saw 
huge gray rises ahead. He didn't like the idea of being so 


exposed. Human beings had very few physical advantages 
over dinosaurs. Being able to climb up a tree in a hurry 
was one of them. 


But Simon ignored Eric's objections and led the 
teenagers to the gray rocks to rest. The steplike ledges 
made natural seats for them, and a thick network of vines 
and branches allowed them to climb as high as they 
wanted. 

As soon as they'd settled down at various levels, the 
ene broke out candy bars and began to wolf them down. 

iggs tossed Eric two chocolate bars, then sat down 
T f, popped open a compartment on the side of the 
camera, and withdrew a small silver disk. Eric watched 
Biggs put the old disk into the camera bag, then insert a 
new disk. 

After eating four candy bars in a row, Biggs went back 
to Sorg the group. 

Hey, Chris, did I tell you I got this idea for a movie?" 
Biggs said. "It's about this bunch of nuns, right, and they 
have to fill in on this military operation, and we call it 
Force ofHabitl" 

"There's really something wrong with you," Chris 
replied. 

"That's why we're buds, right?" said Biggs. 

"That's it." Then, just as Chris turned toward a noise 
from the shadows above him, a shape leaped down, claws 
swiping at the air. 

Chris instantly launched himself from the ledge. The 
dinosaur shrieked and jumped, too, hissing and spitting as 
it sailed toward him. 

But Chris snatched one of the many nearby vines and 
swung to the ground. When the dinosaur tried to follow, it 
got tangled in the network of vines and branches instead. 
With a grunt, it hit the ground and started slicing at the 
tangle keeping it bound. 

"Incoming!" D.J. yelled. 

Eric turned and saw four more dinosaurs approaching, 
two from each side of the gray rocks. 

At first Eric didn't think they were big enough to be 
raptors, but a second look assured him that they were 
indeed the very fierce Velociraptors he'd battled before on 
this island. Their smaller size probably meant they weren't 
yet full grown. 

Eric drew his stunner. A sudden thump made him turn. 
Biggs had dropped the camera bag, though he still held the 


camera. 
The closest predator advanced on Simon. 
"S stay back—s-stay back—" Simon stuttered at the 
young raptor, which growled and kept advancing, 


"Chris!! Eric yelled. Fastball that creep!" 

Without hesitation, Chris snatched up a rock and lobbed 
it at the dinosaur. The stone smackcd the dinosaur on the 
side of the head, sending it reeling. Eric looked around. 
They needed to reach higher ground—but the raptors, with 
their powerful legs, could leap up those ledges easily 

Eric surged forward. Before the dazed dinosaur could 
advance on Simon again, Eric touched the edge of his 
stunner to the predator. Its long arms swept outward, its 
claws primed to tear into Eric's stomach, but the boy hit 
the trigger and made the dinosaur recoil before the blow 
could land. 

Blue-white sparks flew into the air and the dinosaur 
shuddered, then fell to one side, stunned. 

Eric heard a hiss and spun, raising the stunner. He 
squeezed the trigger as another young raptor leaped at him 
—but nothing happened. The weapon's charge had run out! 

Whack. ' 

Ta dinosaur fell to one side as a stone bounced off its 
skull. 

Eric saw Chris standing in pitcher's stance, another 
rock in his hand. Next to Eric, the dinosaur he had stunned 
was wobbling, A sudden crack sounded as a large stone 
came down on its head. The dinosaur fell. Simon stood 
above it, the stone in his hands. 

"Matt!" Simon said. "The bag! All that stuff from your 
dad's place. Now!" 

Matt frantically dug into the bag and pulled out 
handfuls of fireworks! 

Simon looked stunned. "But—you said your dad was in 
the military, that he worked on special weapons! Where arc 
the explosives?" 


"He doesn't bring that stuff home/ said Matt. "V had to 
make do." 

Malt pulled out a lighter. He fiicked it on.ee, twice; then 
just as a tiny flame appeared, another dinosaur leaped on 

im, flattening the boy against the ground. The lighter flew 
out of his hand—and fell right on the bag of fireworks! 

Suddenly, a bright flash came from Matt's bag, 
accompanied by a series of thunderclaps. The attackin 
dinosaur leaped off of Matt in fear as blue and red and 
clectric green sparks flew through the air and projectiles 
fired in every direction. 

Some of Lhe fireworks lit up the sky—popping and 
exploding and whistling with fury. Others shot outward and 
cut a path right through the struggling humans and 
predators. The raptors raced ou! of the way of the 
projectiles and shrieked as the fireworks struck nearby 
rock walls and exploded with pi nw he els of fiery, bli tiding 
color, spitting sparks and heat and flame. 

Simon and the other teenagers raced for cover, diving 
behind rocks, wedging themselves into tight creviccs on 
the surface of the rise, or simply drop~ ping to the ground 
and covering their beads. 

Eric saw Biggs stand right in the middle of it all, so 
fascinated by the incredible images he was capturing on 
camera that he had lost all sense of the danger he was in. 
With a holler, Eric tackled him just as a small rocket 
whirred toward them— and narrowly missed them, sailing 
over their heads. 

The shouts and confusion and blinding explosions went 
on for several in mutes, and when they stopped, Eiic 
cautiously raised his head and looked around. 

The predators were gone. 

"We did it," Simon yelled. His chest was heaving, his 


hands shaking. "All right!!' 

The others slowly got to their feet. Everyone staled at 
Simon strangely. 

‘All we need is a tex or the Spinosaurus and we've got 
prime time written all over us, guys!" Simon said. "This is 
gonna be amazing!" 

Chris looked from Simon to Eric—and back again. 
Everyone was shaken. 


Suddenly, a roar came from behind the teens. They 
nes to see a pair of Humvees screech to a stop before 
them. 

Alan and the other members of his team piled out of 
both vehicles. All of them wore Kevlar vests, padding, and even 
headgear. The scientist stopped as he took in the sight of 
Eric and the invaders. 

"More—teenagers?" Alan couldn't believe it. 

Simon snatched up the camera bag and tossed it to his 
brother. "Don't let anything happen to that!" 

Chris nodded. 

Eric walked up to Alan, "Dr. Grant, they don't want to 
go back with you." 

"What? But that's .. .* Alan sputtered, then paused and 
firmly said, "I don't care. They flew over restricted 
airspace. They are trespassing on a UN-sanctioned animal 
preserve. Do you really think that I care what they want?" 

"I'm just trying to give you a heads-up," Eric said. 

The sound of tires on heavy earth made Alan and Eric 
turn. They saw retreating lights and realized that Simon 
and his crew had taken off in the other Humvee! 


CHAPTER 11 


Eric and Alan were squished together in the back of the 
modified Humvee as Stevens drove. He tore across the 
rocks at a bumpy roar, following the tail- lights of the first 
Humvee, Eric couldn't bring himself to look at Alan. 

aa you have any idea where they're going?" Alan 
asked. 

I don't.think they know/" Eric said. "But this guy, Simon, 
doesn't trust you. He thinks you'll confiscate all the footage 
he's taken." 

» "Why wouldn't I?" Alan said. "We're not here for fun 
and profit. This is a scientific research 1 facility, for 
heaven's sake!" 
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that is going to make him trust you any belter/' 
"I could care less if he trusts me," Alan said. "He's just 


making more trouble—" Suddenly, the Humvee swerved. 
"Pothole/' Stevens called back, "Lots of 'em coming up. 1 
think something big passed through here when it was 
muddy." 

Eric looked out the rear window. Sure enough, he saw 
giant footprints trailing away behind them. "The road's 
widening," Deborah said. Eric looked ahead, "I guess we 
don't have a road map or anything?" 

"Work is supposed to begin on that in two weeks," Alan 
said. His face was dark. 

"What do you want me to do?" Stevens called back. "I 
did a little stunt driving for the movies, 1 could probably 
force 'em off the road. So long as they're wearing seat 
belts, that and the impact bags should keep 'em from 
getting too banged up." "I don't think so," Alan said. Beside 
Eric, Deborah whispered, 'Be gentle with him,, I think it's 


his first car chase and he wants to show off." 

Alan buried his face in his hands. "I was insane to think 
this would work, fan was right." 

"No," Eric said. "You can't think that way. We'll get 
these guys to the Ranger's Station and — " 


The Humvee swerved again. Stevens started yelling. 
"They went right over one of the potholes! They could have 
blown out the axle! You know how much work I'm gonna 
have lo do on that vehicle by the time these kids arc done 
with it?" 

Alan leaned forward. 'Stevens?" 

"Yeah?" 

"Shut up and drive/ 

Stevens fell silent. Eric noticed a slight smile of 
satisfaction on Alan's face as the man settled back. 

Suddenly, they were swerving one way, then die other, 
a a bouncing, rising up on one side, and falling 

ard. 

The ride got bumpier, Alan hit his head on the roof. 

"Stevens!" Alan said. 

"You told me to shut up," Stevens said. "So how was I 
supposed to warn you guys?" 

Eric watched the road ahead, Stevens had the 
floodlights on. So did Simon and his team. The thick 
twisted trees rising up oil either side of them made it look 
like a haunted forest, 

Three forks appeared in the road ahead. 

"Wait a minute, I remember being here," Eric said, "All 
three branches come out at the same place. We can—" 

"Got it, Stevens?" Alan asked. 

"My pleasure," Stevens said. 

Eric watched as Simon's car headed toward the center 
lane, then turned abruptly to the right with a loud screech 
of tires and— A roar? 

"Hard target, dead ahead!" Deborah said. Eric's eyes 
opened wide as he saw a two-story Carnotaurus leap out 
from the center branch at the lead Humvee. Simon's car 
sped down the right branch—but the dinosaur stepped out 
behind it and cut off the narrow path,, 

"Left, left, cut left!" Alan hollered. The Humvee sped to 
the left path as the Carnotaurus raced toward them, maw 
snapping. Eric could feel the thump of its heavy footsteps 
vibrating through the car's frame, 

The dinosaur closed on them and they passed within a 
few feet of its towering bulk. Eric looked back and saw its 
head swoop down and fill the back window—then they 
were Clear! 


“Twists and turns, people!" Stevens hollered. The road 
zigzagged. Eric and the others were tossed around like 
luggage in an airport carrier. Eric felt a thundering that he 
was certain came from his wildly beating heart—until he 
looked out the right-hand side of the Humvee. 

The Carnotaurus was racing along the center path, 
keeping pace with them. "Stevens!" Alan yelled. 
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JTf I go any faster, I'll flip us," Stevens said, "Besides, 
wasn't I supposed to shut up or something?" 

Alan was about to reply when they hit another bump. 
Eric lurched in his chair, the seat belt cutting into his ribs, 
and Alan grunted as his head again struck the roof. 

Alan looked to Deborah. "Is there anything you can do?" 
"Not while we're moving/' she said. "Ibo dangerous for 


i I've got a flare gun/' Eric offered. "Maybe it'll scare 
im." 

"Or maybe it'll set the woods on fire," Alan said. 

Eric grabbed the seat as they took a hard turn and 
cleared the junction of the three forks, 

"He does not look happy," Dan said, nodding out the 
window toward the approaching Carnotaurus. 

"He's gonna be a lot less happy in a second," Stevens 
said. He floored it, and they zipped past the angry 
predator, leaving him far behind as they passed into a wide 
open flat land. Eric could see the walls of mountains on 
either side of this valley, buL they appeared at least a half- 
mile distant either way. 

"Wait,"' Alan said as they sped forward. 


us 


"Stevens, slow down!" The Humvee slowed. The dinosaur 
wasn't even trying to follow anymore. 

"We lost it!" Stevens said. "I am so the man, oh, yes, I 
am!" 

"Right, yes, of course you are," Alan said. "But we also 
lost Simon and the rest." 

Eric looked around. The other Humvee hadn't emerged 
from the three forks. It was still back there somewhere. 

And so was the Carnotaurus. 


CHAPTER 13 


Simon Tunney's skull was throbbing. He fell as if all the 
blood was rushing lo his head. 
It was. 








but he was 
firmly in 


CARNOTAURUS 


Dy 


He hung upside down, suspended by his safety 
harness in the overturned Humvee. Air bags pressed at 
him. He tried looking around to see if the others were all 
right, pressed place. 


‘g'Sound off," Simon said. 

One by one, everyone replied. Then there was 
movement as they all began Lo climb out of their safety 
harnesses. All but one— 


7 "I'm stuck/ Chris said. ' Somebody gel me out of this 
thing." 

Opening a small compartment above, Simon scrambled 
back as a batch of tools fell toward him. Rummaging 
through them, he found a pocket- knife and used it to 
release Chris's belt and cut him loose from the confining 
air bag. Matt and D.J. helped him lower his brother to the 
overturned roof. Biggs remained upside down, silently 
capturing the drama with his camera. 

"You okay?" asked Simon. 

"Yeah, and 1 think—" 

"What?" Simon asked. Then he followed his brother's 
frozen gaze, looking over his shoulder and through the left- 
side window. 

The Carnotaurus was looking in. 

"Everyone stay very still/' Simon said. "This is just like 
what happened with Lex and Tim. Bui we can learn from 
their mistakes. No sudden movements. They track by 
movement. No bright light. And — " 

"That was a T. rex," Chris pointed out. "Lex and Tim had 
a T. rex after them. This isn't a T. rex." 


With a growl, the dinosaur slammed its head into the 
side of the Humvee* The glass didn't break. The animal 
charged and smashed at the overturned car, but all it could 
do ae send the vehicle rocking a few feet one way or 
another, 


"It's not getting in," Simon said firmly. 
What he didn't mention was that they weren't getting 
out. 


Stevens pulled up a few hundred feet before the 
Carnotaurus, who was punishing the overturned Humvee 
in the distance. Deborah was the first one out of the 
vehicle, and she had a sonic cannon primed before Alan 
and Eric could even get to her side. She handed the 
weapon to Alan and unholstered her tranquilizer guns. 

The headlights of the overturned Humvee pierced the 
darkness and bounced off the raging dinosaur, 

"Eric, wait in the car/ Alan said. 

But Eric didn't budge. 

Alan trembled with frustration. "I don't have time for 
this. Go back to the car." 

"How are we going to do this?" Eric asked. "There isn't 
enough room in the Humvee for all of us and all of them." 

Alan looked to the car behind him—and realized that 
Eric was right. 

“Two teams," Deborah said steadily. "Those in the car 
ride shotgun for the ones on foot. It'll take longer, but we'll 
make it back." 

"You see?" Alan said. "There." 

In seconds, only Stevens was still with the Humvee. 

"No way am I going out there," Stevens said. "I'm just 
the wheelman. You can't pay me enough." 

Deborah turned to Chuck, one of the two bulky security 
men who had come with her. "Make sure he doesn't bolt." 

Chuck nodded, went around to the passenger side—and 
slid next to Stevens. 

"Personal space, personal space, you cretin," Stevens 
muttered. 

Chuck didn't even look at the man. 

Alan turned to Brie, "For the last time—" 


"Alan," Deborah said. "Eric's clocked more battle hours 
against dinosaurs than anyone on the planet. I think he 
should be with us." 

There was no more time left to debate. "Come on/ Alan 
Said. 

The group rushed in. 


Eric stayed close to Deborah as they ran toward the 
dinosaur. He had the flare gun in one hand, the grenades in 
a satchel tied around his waist. 

For some reason, he wasn't afraid. He knew he should 
have been, but the fear wasn't there. 

"Don't use that unless you have to," Deboryh said, 
nodding to the flare gun. "If he's wounded, he'll just be 
harder to put down. And all we want to do is drive him off. 
Not hurt him any more than we have to." 

Eric nodded, but he was only half-listening. Despite the 
shouts and the commotion all around him, his world was 
becoming still and quiet. 

He wasn't just prey. He had control over his 


e. 
That had to be true. It had to be.... 
Then the Carnotaurus turned and looked at him—and 
all the sounds and sensations came rushing back. The 
moment the dinosaur opened his dripping maw and looked 


his way the fear returned. And when it roared— 

"Eric, no!" Alan shouted. 

But the flare gun was raised and aimed right at the 
animal's gaping mouth. 

Alan reached for Eric's hand. He saw the boy's finger 
tighten on the trigger of the weapon. 

Then release. 

He didn't take the shot. 

Alan couldn't begin to understand the things that were 
driving Eric, all that was inside him that had pushed him to 
return to Isla Soma, But he had a sense that the kid's 
conflicts were far from over. Alan took the flare gun from 
Eric and placed it in the bag he carried slung over his 
shoulder. 

"Alan, Drew, tiow!' Deborah hollered. 


Alan stepped away from Eric and raised the sonic 
cannon. He released the safety and pulled the trigger. A 
sudden force drove him back. He had forgotten to anchor 
himself. He heard a high, sharp wail and felt waves of force 
pouring from the weapon he held. Planting his legs solidly, 
he kept the weapon aimed at the predator's giant head 
while Drew fired a high-powered taser. 

The dinosaur stumbled back, moving away from the 
overturned Humvee. The Carnotaurus roared in surprise, 
turning and flailing with its small arms and sharp, brutal 
claws. The headlights caught the trees behind the 
dinosaur, and as it turned, Alan saw the animal's bright 
crimson back. 

Alan knew this dinosaur. Months ago he had stared into 
its eyes when the animal had been subjected to fear and 
humiliation and Alan had had the upper hand. There was 
no way he could have forgotten that moment. From the 
way the animal was staring at him now, Grant was certain 
it had not forgotten either. 


With a roar, the dinosaur drove itself forward, one foot 
landing on the underside of the Humvee, near one of its 
front tires, It smashed down so hard that the overturned 
car suddenly flipped onto one side, the driver's door now 
facing the ground. With another roar, the Carnotaurus bit 
down on the passenger door—and yanked it free! Now the 
interior of the car was exposed! The dinosaur whipped its 
head to one side, flinging the door at the group of humans. 

Alan and the others scattered as the door hit the ground 
and flipped several times before smashing into a grove of 
trees. Deborah moved forward, taking careful aim. She 
fired, sending one huge tranquilizer dart into the animal's 
shoulder and another into its neck. 

The dinosaur hollered in rage and stumbled back. 

‘Alan, Drew!" Deborah commanded. 

Alan fired the sonic cannon again. The dinosaur began 
to retreat, heading back along the road toward Stevens and 
the one remaining Humvee. 

Alan watched as Stevens jammed the vehicle into 
reverse, trying to flee the oncoming predator. 

"No, wait!" Alan hollered. 

But it was too late. Stevens drove straight back into a 
gigantic pothole. The Humvee tipped backward, crashing 
down into the hole, its front wheels spinning high in the 
moonlight. The dinosaur staggered toward it, focusing its 
rage. 
"Stevens!" Alan cried. "Chuck!" 

Stevens looked up just in time to see the Carnotaurus 
dropping toward him. 

"C'mon!" called Chuck, and he pulled Stevens free of 
the driver's side just as the beast smashed down and the 
roof caved in, 

A second later, the two were running full speed down 
the road and back to the rest of the group, all of whom 
were watching, mouths agape, as the enraged Carnotaurus 
proceeded to take apart the ditched Humvee for another 
minute, then wobble and stumble off into the jungle, 

Simon and his team now stood before Alan and his 
team, Eric was off to one side, watching Alan and Simon 
ere at each other. Biggs was still shooting the whole 
thing. 


"What are you? Sixteen?" Alan asked. 
"Eighteen," Simon said. 
"Good," Alan sard. "Then yovi can be tried as an adult 


when we get you back to the States. Simon's gaze 
narrowed, "On what charges?" "Kidnapping, child 
endangeiment, trespassing—and that's just for starters, " 
Alan said. 

Simon smiled. "First you have to get us there, don't 
you? And it's a pretty long way" 

Alan opened his mouth to speak, but a horrible roar 
suddenly ripped through the night. Everyone turned just as 
the red-backed Carnotaurus surged out of the darkness 
again. It seemed to be heading right for Alan. But before it 
could get to the scientist, Chuck ran forward, 


irri 

waving his arms. In an instant, the dinosaur's head dipped 
down and its maw covered Chuck's head and shoulders. 

"No!" Deborah screamed, seeing the dinosaur sink its 
teeth into a trusted member of her security team, instantly 
killing him. 

Eric lobbed a concussion grenade at the dinosaur's feet. 
It exploded, knocking the animal off balance. 

"This way!" Eric yelled as he pointed toward the forest. 

Then another Carnotaurus appeared directly ahead of 
the thirteen-year-old, cutting him off. And from Siehind the 
one that had killed Chuck, a third arrived. 

The pack was complete, Alan realized. And their prey 
was exactly where they wanted them. 


CHAPTER 13 


Eric didn't know why the two tranquilizer darts hadn't put 
the red-backed Carnotaurus down. Alan's medical officer 
had said something about the dinosaur's enhanced immune 
systems. And even now, Dan Caulfield stared at the 
dinosaurs with a mixture of wonder, fear, respect, and 
anger, "Time for an experiment," Alan said. He stepped 
away from the others. 
Big Red took a step in his direction, his two pals 
following. "Don't," Eric whispered, 
But Alan stepped even farther away 
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others—and the dinosaurs tracked 


Eric grabbed Deborah's arm. Her features were cool 
with concentration. 


"You've got more weapons,!' Eric said. "You've got to 
have a plan." 

"We're outgunned and we're on level terrain," Deborah 
said. "We need to save what we have until we're left with 
no choice," 

"There's a choice, all right," Simon said. He pointed at 
Alan. "They want him!" 

"Not as dumb as he looks, is he?" Alan said. Sweat was 
pouring off him. He set the sonic cannon on the ground, 
then looked at Deborah, who nodded. 

P Then he glanced at Eric. "You know what to 
O H 


Eric frantically shook his head, "We're not gonna 
abandon youl" 

"Not your choice," Alan said. "My decision." "No," Eric 
said. He slipped his hand into his pouch, looking for the 
second of his concussion grenades. 

Jt wasn't there. 

Eric looked around—and saw Simon holding the 
grenade. 

"Not a chance," Simon said. Suddenly, Alan ran toward 
the woods. The trio of Carnotaurus raced after him. 
Deborah dashed 
forward, snatching up the sonic cannon. 

"Drew, suppression fire, give him a fighting chance," 
Deborah hollered. She moved out of the way as the 
charging predators followed Alan, then took aim and hit 
them hard to slow them down. They faltered, giving Alan 
the time he needed to rcach the trees. Then they pressed 
on, mowing down the trees and tearing the jungle apart in 
their chase, 

"Eric, we need a safe place," Deborah said. "The safest 
place you can think of that's near here." 

Eric thought of a place. "But Alan—" 

"Everybody makes choices," Deborah said, "Don't throw 
this away on him." 

Nodding, Eric headed away from the jungle, toward the 
rises in the far distance. 


Simon Tunney ran with Chris and the others after Eric and 
his group. 

"I don't get it," Chris said. "You said we had another 
way Off the island. Why go with them?" 

"I need you to trust me," Simon said. "I always catch 
you when you fall, right? For as long as you can 
remember?" 

Chris nodded. "Always." 

"Same deal now." 

They ran toward the rock wall. At first, Simon saw 
nothing but darkness; then a dull, blue-white fissure 
appeared. 

Makes sense, Simon thought. We couldn't get deep 
enough into the jungle to get away from those 
Carnotaurus, not in time, but we can slip between the 


cracks. 

And that was exactly what Simon planned to do if 
anyone tried to press charges against him: he'd slip 
between the cracks. He had it all worked out. He was in 
total control. 

For once. 

After this adventure was over, no one would be able to 
dictate to him again, the way his parents had all his life. 
He'd have the money—and the power—to run the show. 

Eric had told them that the rescue reinforcements 
would be arriving by morning. Simon knew that after the 
message he'd sent last night to a major cable news channel 
that they wouldn't be the only ones. 

All along, that had been Simon's secret exit strategy. He 
could think of no better advertisement for his documentary 
than the worldwide broadcasting of a news chopper 
airlifting his team off Isla Soma! 


The entire group came to the fissure as the trio of 
Carnotaurus appeared in the distance, thundering their 
way. 

Didn't take them long, Simon thought. He had figured 
Alan Grant would have given the dinosaurs more of a 
challenge. 

“Come on, through here!" Eric yelled as he stopped at 
the mouth of the fissure and ushered everyone through it. 
The fissure was ten feet high, three feet across. Big enough 
for raptors or human beings. But way too small for 
superpredators. 

Biggs caught some footage of the charging dinosaurs— 
then Simon hauled him through the opening. They passed 
Eric, who wouldn't even look their way. Instead, he 
scanned the dark horizon for any sign of Alan Grant. 

Good luck, kid, Simon thought. Then he passed through 
the high stone corridor into what looked like a vast, bowl- 
shaped valley lined with huge stone obelisks. It was like a 
maze, with rows of domino-shaped rocks that reached four 
or five stories high, the same height as the valley walls 
enclosing them. 

“There's no other way in or out," Eric said from the 
mouth of the six-foot-deep corridor. 

Simon and Biggs wandered back to the mouth of the 
corridor, Biggs shooting more footage of the approaching 
beasts. Eric and Deborah looked as grim as Alan Grant on a 
good day. 


"There isn't a chance, is there?" Eric asked, Deborah 
put her hand on Eric's shoulder, "They said the same thing 
about you. If Alan's out there, we'll find him." 

They all watched as the trio of dinosaurs raced toward 
the crevice. 

"Can't they see it's too small for them?" Eric said. 
"They're going to bash their heads in!" 

"Probably," Deborah said- She looked up at the rock 
overhead. "But there isn't much we can do about it. Our 
weapons might cause a cave-in if we used them to try and 
slow the animals down. We'd better get farther inside." 

Eric nodded and turned. Simon signaled Biggs to 
withdraw. In seconds, they were inside the ancient arena. 

Biggs took the latest disk from the digital recorder and 
exchanged it for a new one from the bag Chris held. 

The ground began to shake. Bits of rock fell from the 
inner stone wall of the valley. 

Simon heard an earth-shattering slam and thought he 
actually saw the wall bulge. Of course, that was impossible. 
Wasn't it? 

Moments later, he heard the thundering footfalls again. 
Then more crashes. This time, enough heavy rock fell that 
the entire group had to move 


back, and everyone was looking around anxiously. 

Simon waited. It seemed like an eternity before the 
footfalls came again, and this time the wall exploded 
outward! The red-backed Carnotaurus burst into the arena, 
his friends right behind him. 

The huge dinosaurs had actually crashed through the 
rock crevices! 

Everyone ran. Simon heard explosions and the high- 
pitched wail of weapons behind him, but he did not look 
back. The only person he kept in his line of view was his 
brother, Chris—because he held the bag with all their 
camera footage. Simon's future was in that bag! 

Behind them, the Carnotaurus roared, Simon heard 
confvised shouts. Something about climbing, I-Ie looked for 
spaces between the large, rectangular stones that would be 
too small for the Carnotaurus to push within, or corners 
around which he could hide. 

High above, soft blue streaks filtered across the sky. 
The dawn was coming, and it would only make it harder for 
them to hide from the raging predators! 

Simon heard a roar. He looked over his shoulder and 
saw one of the Carnotaurus heading right for him. Simon 
grabbed Chris's arm and yanked him around a tight corner. 
The predator followed, smashing into the side of an obelisk. 
It growled in defiance and kept coming. 

Chris stumbled. The bag slid off his shoulder as he fell. 
His head hit a rock and he twisted his ankle. The dinosaur 
advanced, his maw reaching down to snatch up Chris, one 
gigantic foot about to crush the camera bag, 

Simon saw Chris look up and reach out with one hand. 

Simon had a clear choice. His brother's life— or the 
footage that would bring him riches, power, and fame. 


i "Sorry, Chris,*! he said as he reached for the 
ag. 
But really, he wasn't. There had to be one heroic 
sacrifice, one tragic casualty, and who better to create 
sympathy than Simon's own brother? In a split second, 
Simon knew he'd buy the kid a memorial, get a special 
song written. He could almost see himself giving tearful 
black- suited interviews on all those morning talk shows: 


Simon grabbed the bag and dived for an opening 
between two of the obelisks. Then a blur moved past him, 
yanking Chris away just as the dinosaur's jaws snapped 
shut on empty air! 

It was Eric\ 


But the little jerk had only bought Chris and himself 
seconds. The Carnotaurus's maw opened and its head 
drove down toward its prey. 

Suddenly, a noise came from above: the steady beating 
of a helicopter's propellers. The Carnotaurus looked up— 
and a net fell from the sky It crackled with blue-white 
electricity as it fell about the predator's head and upper 
body The Carnotaurus wailed in frustration; then a small 
batch of concussion bombs exploded around it as three 
successive tranquilizer darts penetrated its scaly hide. It 
went down hard, making the ground shake. 

It was over. 

Simon came out from cover. He saw the other two 
Carnotaurus being attacked by the crews of incoming 
choppers, and soon they were brought down, too. 

He heard footsteps behind him—and turned to see his 
brother's face, Chris was stunned. His brother's betrayal 
appeared almost beyond his comprehension. 

Almost—but not quite. Eric stood beside him, his eyes 
narrow and glaring with anger. 

Simon shrugged. "If you can't prove it, it didn't 
happen,!' he told Eric. "A cable news crew will be here any 
minute. They'll get my footage, not 
Grant's UN team. I've already made the deal. I'm the hero. 
The star. Be smart and you can still get your cut." 

Three figures stepped out from a groove between two of 
the rectangular towers a dozen feet away 

"We all saw what you did/ Matt said. 

Biggs raised the camera. "And I got it on digital." 

Simon felt himself go pale. 

For the first time in his life, he had nothing to 
Say. 


Eric was with Deborah, watching the closest of the 
unconscious Carnotaurus. The helicopters were dropping 
as low as they could, extending ladders to take everyone 
out of the valley. 

"Why did you want to come back here?!' Deborah asked 
Eric, "Did you find what you were looking for?" 

Eric glanced away. "Not exactly. But—it's like something 
Ray said. I didn't find what 1 wanted, but I think I got what 


I needed." He shrugged. "Guess 1 just needed to remember 
why this place isn't where I belong." 

Deborah's radio chirped. She turned away quickly as 
she spoke into the receiver. "Uh-huh, Right. Got it." 


Her face was stone as she handed the headset to Eric, 
"For you." 

He took the radio and slipped the headset on. A voice 
squawked on the other end. "So, Eric, how was your little 
visit to our island? Exciting enough for you?" 

Eric couldn't believe the voice he was hearing. "Dr. 
Grant? How did you—1 mean, where . 

A small laugh sounded in his ears. "Where? Look up." 

The closest of the helicopters hung almost directly 
overhead. A ladder extended from it, reaching down to 
Eric. 

"And the how is easy—1 hid and they got bored," Alan 
said. "I learned that little trick from a guy who lived here 
for eight weeks." 

Eric spun and hugged Deborah. "He's okay!" 

She smiled. "I know. 1 just didn't want to ruin your 
surprise." 

The ladder came closer. 

"I don't know if you're ever going to want to come back 
here or not," Deborah said. "People make things way too 
complicated sometimes. But one thing I would think about 
if 1 were you?" 

"What's that?" 

"The same thing someone told me when I was about 
your age," Deborah said. "Good advice that stuck." 


Eric waited, 

Deborah grinned as the first rays of morning struck her 
face. "Life isn't too generous with second chances. So don't 
waste them when they come along." 

Eric nodded. "Yeah. I get it." 

Suddenly, the sound of a young man loudly cursing 
caught his attention. He looked up to see Simon Tlmney in 
the doorway of one of the choppers. No sooner had he 
stepped inside than a security guard had him in handcuffs. 

“Hope they get that on film, too," said Deborah with a 
smile. Then she caught the dangling ladder and pushed it 
toward Eric. "Ready to go back to the compound?" 

; an ready to go back," said Eric. "To my parents. And 
nid." 
i Deborah laughed. "Not looking so bad after 
a Du 
"You got that right," said Eric. 


CHAPTER1M 


Eric stood alone in the observatory, staring at the jungle in 
the distance. He heard footsteps and turned as Alan walked 
into the room. 

"Thought 1 might find you here," Alan 

said. His expression was grim. 

Eric squared his shoulders and 


raised 

pies 

Ts rex chin. He 
had a 

good idea of 

what was 

coming. 

"Why'd you do 

it?" Alan asked. 

"Why did you 


run off and put 
your self at risk 
like that?" 





Ra a his shoes, Eric said, "Those guys, they needed 


"And that's what me and my team are here for," Alan 
said. "The truth." 

Eric turned back to the window. He heard a predator 
roar in the distance. "I thought I missed this place. That I 
left a part of myself out there. But I didn't." 

"So now you have to look somewhere else?" 

Eric shook his head. "No. 1 found it. It wasn't lost, just 
—buried. Enid may not feel the same anymore, but it's my 
home. It's where I should be. At least until I'm older." 

"You disobeyed my orders," Alan said. "You broke our 
agreement." 

"I know," 

"I should keep you from ever setting foot in this place 
again," Alan said, 

Eric looked down. "That's too bad. I mean, I'm proud of 
the station. The research you're doing. Proud I had 
something to do with helping you get this far." 

‘Well... ," Alan sighed. "Your actions also saved lives. 
You were very brave. Smart, too." 

Surprised, Eric looked up at the scientist. Alan's face 
was still rigid, but there was a flicker of something in his 
eyes. Could it be... pride? 


"What would you do if I offered you a second chance?" 
Alan asked. "If I gave you a chance to come back here in 
six months or so, when the compound is fully operational?" 

Eric couldn't believe what he was hearing. Still ... he 
wasn't sure he should say yes so soon, Td have to think 
about it/ he finally answered. "1 mean, I'd have to discuss it 
with my parents. Make sure it's the right thing to do." 

Alan smiled, "just the answer 1 was looking for." As he 
placed his hand on Eric's shoulder, a caw drew his 
attention to the large window. 

A Pteranodon was swooping down from the sky and 
sailing over the mesh enclosure of the Ranger's Station. It 
let out another caw and sailed to the east, toward the early 
morning sun. 

"Well, hopefully by then things will have settled down," 
Alan said. 

Eric watched as a rex smashed a tree in the distance 
and snapped at the air as the Pteranodon flew overhead. 

"Settled down?" teased Eric. "Here?" 

Alan laughed. Then they both turned back to the 
window to watch the sun rise higher over the amazing, 
savage landscape. 
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